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AT POPULAR LOW PRICES 


A simplified study of child psychology for parents that 
will prove delightful reading as well as practical and 
helpful. 


Development and major problems are pen forth and 
frankly discussed so that you will obtain real help and 
assistance. 


Personal improvement is emai the key to more 
enjoyable and healthful living. Here are popular hints 
and helps. 


This work concerns the teaching of religion in the public 
schools. Presents statements of 300 educators, editors, 
judges, ete. 


An eminent physician presents a sensible, easily under- 
stood pamphlet on the health of babies; before and 
after birth helps. 


In 15 chapters, the basic principles indispensible for 
the proper evaluation of any modern question are 
presented. 


10c 


You will be pleased with this study of “Christian soli- 
darism,” and find it helpful in understanding the trend 
of the times. 


The story of a modest, little woman who went her quiet 
way during an epoch of history when religion was on 
the wane. 
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Ladies, He Meant You! 


Your destiny 
is at stake 


N SUNDAY, October 21st, 
1945, a group of women as- 
sembled in a large hall. They 
waited to be addressed by their 
bishop. These were the women of 
Rome. 


Their bishop, their Holy Fa- 
ther, moved by this sight of 
patience and trust, and perhaps 
by special divine light, began to 
speak to these women and to all 
women—urbis et orbis—of the 
city of Rome and of the world. 


Shocked the World 


The world was shocked; yes, 
even the Catholic world. Some 
bishops, priests and lay people 
wondered at the words of the 
Holy Father. 


ditions of family life and woman- 
hood as taught and practiced 
among Catholics? Had we not 
emphasized woman’s place in the 
home? Had we not reserved to 
men the solution of social, eco- 
nomic and political problems? 
Our Holy Father was speaking 
on woman’s duties in social and 
political life! 


I am not going to synopsize the 
entire address so recently givent 
You are Catholic young women 
and you should procure, read and 
ponder over the simple yet deeply 
significant words of your su- 
preme spiritual guide and teach- 
er. I would seize however this 


Does this address, 
mark a deviation from the iza-: 


Charles E. Bermingham * 


opportunity of re-echoing the 
startling challenge of the Pope. 

“Your day is here, Catholic 
women and young women. Pub- 
lic life needs you. To each one 
of you might be said; “Your 
destiny is at stake.” 

What is the place of women in 
the world? What is their destiny 
as against this destiny and this 
place. Woman’s place is not in 
the home—it is the home! The 
Pope lays down this irrefutable 
principle for Catholic women and 
all-the women of. the world. The 
home is woman’s place. She is its 
first builder, she is its queen. 
Without her, there can be no 
home. Men can build great build- 
ings, delve into science, cure the 
human bedy.; Yes, they can even 
cook! But a woman and a woman 
alone can create a home. A wom- 
an’s heart is the soul of the 
home. 


These truths voiced by the 
Holy Father were not unknown 
to Catholic women or to the 
world. However, when he began 
to speak with decision, to point 
out that their destiny, their 
homes were to be preserved only 
by their personal and active par- 
ticipation in politics and social 
movements, then these words 
made news! How did he arrive 
at these conclusions? On what 
did he base these observations? 

In every war, we are told that 


* Condensed from a talk given at a Sodality dinner in Belmar, N. J. 
+ See The Family Digest for December, 1945 
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our soldiers are fighting valiant- 
ly to protect their homes. We 
hope this is true. We hope that 
our men on the battlefields shar- 
ed this noble sentiment. How- 
ever, the hunter and the beast of 
prey alike have learned of an- 
other degree of valor in their 
particular kind of war. Hunter 
and bird or beast of prey, no 
matter how pitiless or driven by 
hunger, have learned to hesitate 
in attacking the female animal 
protecting her offspring. The 
lion is a worthy adversary for 
man or beast. Experience has 
taught that he is out-matched in 
ferocity and blazing fury when 
a lioness is cornered with. her 
cubs. Hunters liave related -that 
even when dead, she seems to be 
reaching out to destroy -those 
who endanger her natural fam- 
ily. 
The Holy Father realized’ this 
deep, natural impulse implanted 
by the Author of nature Him- 
self in the hearts of human 
mothers as in those of the ani- 
mal kingdom. He rent the veil 
of half-truths and hypocrisy and 
showed these women of Rome 


and of the world the true issues. 
“Your destiny is at stake.” Your 
homes, present and future, are 
being attacked and crushed. Are 
you so unnatural or depraved 
that you do not respond to this 
attack even as would a beast of 
the jungle? Are you falling short 
of your destiny? Are you now 
indeed the weaker sex? Your 
children are beginning to look 
with contempt on one who is 
more concerned with what she 
wears, how she looks than in ful- 
filling her noble destiny. Chris- 
tian women, you are losing your 
place, you are losing your homes 
and you are going back to an- 
other form of the oriental harem 
of ancient pagan days. 
Read the Signs 


. *I am not going to offer proof 
for the statements just made. 
‘ You can read the signs in the 


‘You are being told by your 


‘enemies that they are liberating 


women or helping them. Whole 
schools of education, of social 
work and of political thought are 
telling you that you should be 
relieved of your drudgery and 
that they want to help you. They 
are helping you by taking you 
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LADIES, HE MEANT YOU 3 


out of your homes and taking 
your children gradually from 
you. They can do a better job 
of fostering good children than 
you can. 
sure that certain ones of you 
should have children at all. Or if 
you have them, you should have 
only one or two. Your place is at 
a machine in a factory or at a 
typewriter desk. You are needed 
elsewhere. You must share the 
burden of producing and earning 
for the so-called home. Your 
home is just a temporary hu- 
man relationship with less and 
less reason needed for breaking 
it up. 
You Must Fight 


Women of the world, your day 
is here! Women of America, the 
hour is about to strike. It is 
Christ or paganism for the fam- 
ily. You will either defend and 
preserve that family or you will 
go down to the degradation of a 
cold hard unit of society, once 
known as the family and of 
which you are now a mere trans- 
itory and possibly unimportant 
element. 

You will fight, you must fight! 
But what are your weapons and 
what is your strategy? There is 
an axiom in athletic contests and 
in military science which holds 
that the best defense is an of- 
fense. You must take the fight 
to the enemy and not wait until 
he is within the defenses of the 
city. You cannot wait until the 
enemy of your home is within the 
walls of your household. That 
is the Maginot Line defense and 
we know what happened to su- 


In fact, they are not 


pine and over-confident France 
in 1939. 


The Pope’s Strategy 


The grand strategy pointed 
out by our Holy Father calls for 
the women-defenders of the home 
to take transport like our Ameri- 
can soldiers and carry the at- 
tack to those places in which the 
enemy are entrenched. Your 
homes now and in the future will 
be bombed from the streets, the 
meeting-halls and from the leg- 
islatures and offices of federal, 
state and local government. Your 
enemy is not at the door or in 
your parlor. He is in the class- 
rooms as the teacher of untruth. 
He is in the office of the planner 
of false, superficial and home- 
destroying social welfare pro- 
grams. He stands behind your 
ballot box, smiling and ingratiat- 
ing as the ignorant and unin- 
terested cast their ballots. There 
are the enemies of the Christian 
home and they can’t be beaten 
by sitting in the parlor or gazing 
out of a kitchen window or 
even by saying the rosary in 
church. God’s grace and that 
of His Blessed Mother usually 
follows those who try intelligent- 
ly to help themselves! 

. Yes, the Holy Father has 
pointed out to you women the 
field upon which the battle for 
the home will be won or lost in 
this modern world. No matter 
how unprepared you are at pres- 
ent, no matter how much you 
shrink from entrance into social 
movements and political life, here 
is where the major battle for 
your destiny must be fought. 
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The Holy Father stressed 
preparation and formation for 
the carrying out of this new re- 
sponsibility of women. Prepara- 
tion and training make the suc- 
cessful soldier and leader. Our 
home training, our schools and 
our Church societies of women 
and young women must concen- 
trate on a new element of educa- 
tion. Perhaps in too many cases 
have we stressed personal vir- 
tue, personal sanctification and 
personal salvation. We have for- 
gotten to stress what the world 
calls “social consciousness.” We 
have rendered our young people 
so concerned about their own 
personal welfare and especially 
what they should not do, that we 
have forgotten to inform them 
about their responsibility to oth- 
ers and the things they should 
do in that regard. We have 
harped on the sins of commission 
and underplayed the sins of omis- 
sion. 

How to Prepare 


If Catholic women of today 
and tomorrow are to enter suc- 
cessfully into the arena of social 
and political life in order to de- 
fend themselves and their homes, 
several things must be effected 
in their formation. In the first 
place, they must clearly under- 
stand what makes a good and 
true home. They must under- 
stand the basis of family re- 
ligion, the fundamentals of true 
home economic security, the 
proper respect and understand- 
ing between wife and husband 
and the proper family education 
of children. A woman must 


know and see in practice these 
principles basic to good family 
life, or else she has little reason 
to defend the confused, jumbled 
and unhappy situation which she 
has seen home life to be. Home 
building requires intelligence and 
energy. A good percentage of 
women in this country give more 
intelligence and energy to learn- 
ing to drive an automobile than 
in preparing for or fostering a 
good home life. 

Secondly, the woman who is 
preparing or actually engaged in 
the defense of the Christian 
home in social and political action 
must understand clearly the is- 
sues involved. She must learn 
what is good and what is bad in 
social and political theories and 
programs. She must learn to dis- 
tinguish friend and enemy and 
this is not always easy since both 
groups speak the same language 
and many times make the same 
promises. On this basis, she 
must study. She must listen to 
trustworthy students of social 
and political thought. She must 
read. She must meet and listen 
to those who are involved in 
social and political life in order 
to judge their character and 
their objectives. 

Woman’s Program 

Finally, the woman must put 
into action a program to elimi- 
nate what is harmful to her home 
and to build up what is necessary 
to its preservation and well- 
being. This requires good judg- 
ment and prudence. It requires 
in many cases an ability to speak 
convincingly to others whether it 
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be over a bridge-table or before 
a meeting. It will require that 
many of our women learn the 
technique of organization, of con- 
certed action, of committee work 
and of public relations. Our 
Communistic fellow-citizens 
could teach us much on these 
subjects. Furthermore, it means 
actively joining with other men 
or women of good will, Catholic 
or non-Catholic. Catholic women 
are notorious non-joiners. 
Womens’ clubs, associations for 
neighborhood improvement, 
parent-teachers groups and po- 
litical clubs are noted for their 
lack of Catholic women. And so, 
we priests and our Catholic 
women cry out in alarm when the 
policies and programs of these 
groups conflict with ours or they 
misunderstand or are ignorant of 
our principles and practices. 
Are You Afraid? 

Catholic women, are you any 
less able or intelligent than your 
Protestant and Jewish neigh- 
bors? Are you afraid, or are we 
fearful for you? Join these legi- 
timate groups and promote the 
good and the true in the political 
and social life of your com- 
munity. You have no time? 
Make it! Necessity will create 
it! Our pioneer women found 
time to fight marauding Indians 
while caring for -children and 
helping their husbands clear a 
field! 

As a concluding remark, the 
Holy Father pointed to one spe- 
cific duty not of some or of many, 
but of all women in modern po- 
litical life. Every November, an 


election day is held in this 
country. Men and women of good 
and bad character, of different 
political principles, of selfish 
interest or true public service 
are placed before the people to 
be elected to high and low offices 
in political life. Upon the intelli- 
gence and character of these 
office holders depend much of the 
security and happiness of our 
homes and communities. You 
know what happens on election 
day and on the primary day pre- 
ceding election. 
How Do You Vote? 

What percentage of women 
vote at all? How many have tried 
to find out something about the 
character and policies of the 
various candidates, especially in 
reference to matters concerning 
the home life of the community? 
How many women vote behind 
the eagle or the star merely be- 
cause some men in the family 
told them to do so? How many 
women vote for candidates be- 
cause they have a nice moustache 
or look like Grandfather? 
Finally, has there been any im- 
provement in the quality of our 
office-holders since the women of 
America received the right to 
vote? I ask you to answer these 
questions for yourselves, to ex- 
amine your own conscience and 
to resolve to fulfill conscienti- 
ously, according to the Holy 
Father’s instruction, that great 
responsibility to your home and 
to your country. 

Mary, the Mother of Jesus, is 
your model. She is a model and 
Queen of the family. She began 
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as you must do by perfecting her 
personal qualities of life. How- 
ever, the Holy Father pointed 
out that she is the model of a 
true defender of her home and 
her principles. Mary was with 
Jesus when He taught. She 
probably spoke and talked in a 
gentle womanly way in the 
crowds which gathered around to 
hear the word of life. She was on 


Calvary, brave in her terrible 
loss, convinced that victory would 
succeed this apparent defeat. She 
was the inspiration and guide of 
the Apostles, by word and action, 
during those first hard days. 
Mary is your symbol and your 
living guide, Catholic women of 
Rome and of the world. March 
with her in fulfilling the orders 
of her Son’s vicar, Pius XII! 


Start With The Family 


The gravest obstacle to unity (upon which lasting peace 
must be built) is the disruption of the family. War has struck 
at the heart of human society which is family life and wounded 
it unto death! War has forcibly separated husband and wives, 
parents and children. It has let youth escape from the normal 
discipline of home and school. It has weakened the bonds of 


wedded life. It has released a flood of lusts. 


It has caused 


the greatest and most tragic migration of peoples in all history. 
It has created a vast multitude of exiles, deluded, disheartened, 
desolate, chained in a servitude not less despotic than the very 


tyrannies that the war aimed to shatter. 


In these homeless 


masses is the yeast for revolution and disorder. Sensitive to the 
costs of war in bloods and goods, every man and every woman 
must realize that the fate of the family, the fate of human 
society, the fate of world peace rests within their hands. The 
women of the world especially must help reconstruct the family, 
resanctify the home, restore society, reestablish peace.—Most 
Rev. Francis J. Spellman, Collier’s, Jan. 5, 1946. 


Tight Shoes 


Every night around six, a tired-looking man used to board 
the 42nd Street trolley in New York—and each evening he 
would remark to the conductor that his feet hurt. 

One night the conductor asked him why he didn’t buy an- . 
other pair of shoes if the ones he had worn so long were un- 


comfortable. 


“Well, it’s this way,” the man said. 
A year ago my wife left me. 
daughter ran away from home. 


in life. 


“T have so little 
My son is in jail. My 
And the only comfort I have 


when I get home each night is to take off these shoes.”— 
The Sign 
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Heroes In The Making 


But just normal 
boys and girls now 


Not long ago I was conducting 
a mission at St. Columbanus’ 
parish in Chicago. One day about 
noon I had a visitor who was 
seeking my advice. He was a 
fine young man, six and a half 
years of age. He had his first- 
grade reader under his arm. “I 
want to be a priest when I grow 
up,” said he; “could you let me 
take the first book I’ll have to 
study?” We had a long chat 
about the making of a priest 
and he went on his happy way 
with as much knowledge on the 
subject as his busy little mind 
could carry. 
There are thousands of boys 
and girls still in tender years 
who are considering some day 
becoming priests or brothers or 
nuns. What are they like, you 
ask. Are they prodigies or oddi- 
ties? No. They are normal boys 
and girls, of good character and 
reasonably good talent. Some, of 
course, will be far above the 
average; but they all have this in 
common, that they desire to serve 
God in a special way. The mys- 
tery of God’s grace working in 
_His creatures must remain ob- 
scure but the stages from that 
first desire to its realization are 
neither mysterious nor vague. 
I would like to tell you about 
this process. Regardless of your 
religious persuasion you will find 


Rev. John M. McCarthy 


it interesting. Let’s start with 
a boy who lives down the street 
from you. He is like any of the 
other school boys in the neigh- 
borhood. You see him passing 
your house day by day. You see 
him playing ball or raking the 
leaves in his yard; cutting the 
grass, or shovelling the snow 
from the walk. You see him 
skating or flying a kite. He is 
going to be a priest! Watch him, 
and see how it happens. 

It’s A Mystery 

When or how he gets the idea 
of becoming a priest is the mys- 
tery of God’s grace. It comes 
in about as many different ways 
as there are individuals. But 
watch the boy because he has 
that idea now. He is thrilled by 
it, and he is worried. So he talks 
it over with the priest of the 
parish. Father tells him to con- 
sider the desire seriously but 
not fretfully. He learns of the 
many specialized works which 
priests do: the care of souls in 
a parish like his own; teaching 
in high schools and colleges; mis- 
sionary work in our own country 
or in foreign lands. 

He is in eighth grade now and 
as the days pass he is thinking it 
over seriously, and praying for 
God to help him decide. He has 
his mind made up about wanting 
to be a priest but he must choose 


A talk given on Sunday, December 30, 1945, in the Hour of Faith radio broadcast, 
produced by the National Council of Catholic Men. 
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the special priestly work for 
which he thinks he is best suited 
and in which he believes he will 
be happy. He decides in favor 
of the work as parish priest. Do 
you think him too young to make 
a decision? Well, he still has at 
least twelve years in which to 
change his mind. In his high 
school work he will specialize in 
Latin and Greek; but his course 
will be of general academics. 

His college course will empha- 
size philosophy; but it will in- 
clude a generous cultural train- 
ing in general history, church 
history, chemistry and biology, 
mathematics, modern languages, 
etc. 

Young Man Now 

The little boy we started with 
is now a young man. You have 
not seen him-very often except 
for brief vacafion visits back to 
his home. Perhaps you meet him 
on one of these occasions and you 
ask “Will you soon be a priest?” 
“Only four more years,” he re- 
plies. And you wonder: What 
in the world are they teaching 
him! But he’s gone away again 
and only now does he begin his 
specialized education: four years 
on Catholic doctrinal teachings; 
the moral law, its principles and 
applications; Church law and dis- 
cipline; public speaking and 
preaching; ceremonial conduct 
and sacred chant; a minute and 
reverential study of the Bible. 
During all these years he lives 
according to strict rule. Besides 
study and lectures, his day in- 
cludes time for prayer and medi- 


tation, Mass and spiritual read- 
ing. He has daily recreation too. 
When the hourly schedule is plan- 
ned, much can be fitted into a 
day. Presuming that during 
those years he has not changed 
his mind about wanting to be a 
priest or about the type of work 
he wishes to do, he is ordained 
at about the age of twenty-five 
and begins his life work as a 
parish priest. 

Perhaps you wonder at all the 
training, its necessity and its 
value. He needs every bit of it 
because he must render religious 
service to a cross-section of hu- 
manity. He must be competent 
to teach, to advise, spiritually to 
serve anyone and everyone. The 
Catholic Church wants him to be 
another Christ in his community. 
Remember that we started with 
the little boy who lived down the 
street. The years of moral and 
mental training are none too 
many to prepare him for a life 
task of such importance. He was 
a good, plain boy with ordinary 
talent. The Church relies upon 
God’s grace to make him and 
keep him a good, capable priest. 
But she uses reasonable care that 
the seeds of grace planted by the 
Divine Sower will grow in fertile, 
cultivated ground. If the lad 
at the outset or along the way 
decided in favor of the life in 
the priesthood as a high school or 
college teacher, or in favor of 
the life of a missionary priest 
either here in America or in 
a foreign land, his course of 
training would follow much the 
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same pattern as I have already 
stated. But now he will be giv- 
en additional training to equip 
him for the special tasks in 
which he will be engaged. Or 
perhaps he prefers a priestly life 
in a monastery or religious com- 
munity. Having joined a relig- 
ious order his training will then 
include a study of the rule of 
the order, and a course of indoc- 
trination and discipline which 
will fit him to pursue the ideals 
and aspirations of his spiritual 
family. 

So you see what happens when 
little boys get big ideas. If your 
boy gets an idea such as this, be 
happy about it, for God is show- 
ing special favor to your home. 
Don’t push the lad and don’t dis- 
courage him. Give him the same 
help and benevolence that loving 
parents lend to the hopes and 
ambitions of their children in 
choosing any path of life. 


The Sisters Too 


Within the Catholic Church 
there are also brotherhoods of 
men devoted to special works of 
religion. These men are not 
priests; they are men who live 
a community life and bind them- 
selves to a special rule which en- 
ables them to devote their com- 
mon efforts to various exemplary 
works. In almost any religious 
work which does not require the 
power received in ordination, you 
will find brothers quietly walking 
a path of service to God and 
their fellow-men. 


For a girl to become a nun, 


9 


the Catholic Church again sets 
down reasonable requirements. 
She must be a normal girl of 
good character and at least aver- 
age talent. The desire to serve 
God in a special way is once more 
the secret of God’s grace. But 
when we speak of God’s grace 
we are not describing an appari- 
tion of a vision or a miracle. 
There would be very few women 
serving God and humanity in re- 
ligious sisterhoods if they had 
waited for some prodigious mani- 
festation to invite them. 

The girl who, by God’s grace 
and the use of her own mind 
and will, has decided upon the 
life of a nun, can choose from as 
many special types of work as 
the charity of Christ has pro- 
duced. I shall always cherish in 
my memory the good sisters who 
took care of the domestic de- 
partment at the seminary. You 
will find sisters doing the work 
of our Divine Master in schools 
at all educational levels, homes 
for infants and for the aged, hos- 
pitals, and asylums and orphan- 
ages, spiritual retreat houses, the 
cloistered walls echoing inter- 
cession for humanity; from these 
she makes her choice. And hav- 
ing chosen the religious commu- 
nity whose pattern of life and 
work appeals to her, she takes up 
residence at the motherhouse to 
try out the life. She continues 


her education from the point 
where she left off. As a rule 
she has already completed high 
school and will now go on with 
college studies. 
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Time To Decide 


Meanwhile she is living the 
life to decide if she likes it. For 
the next six to nine years she 
makes no permanent decision. If 
she is fitted for the life she will 
at long last make her final de- 
cision, and she will be happy in 
it. If during those trial years 
she decides against pursuing this 
manner of life she will return 
home under no shadow or cloud. 
She will be happy in the knowl- 
edge that she gave a fair trial 
to convent life. 

The boy or girl who has a vo- 
cation to God’s special service, 
will be happier in that pursuit 
than in any other. The life has 
it sacrifices but it has its conso- 
lation too. Not the least of its 
rewards is the joy of serving hu- 
manity in the Master’s Name. 

I would like to climax these 


- thoughts on vocation, with some 


lines which I treasure very much. 
They were written by my own 
father as a gift to me on the 
occasion of my ordination as a 

sub-deacon. 


No earthly goods may I sell, O 
Lord, 

For nothing of earth is mine, 

I offer my life, ’tis all I have, 

This heart which Thou gavest is 
Thine. 


Naught of the earth doth my 
soul desire, 

Nor honor, nor power, nor fame; 

I seek but to comfort “the least 
of these” 

And serve in the Master’s Name. 


Grant but the strength to en- 
dure the day, 
The burden, the toil, the heat, 
And grace at its close to bring 
their fruits 
To lay at Thy Sacred Feet. 
C. A. McCarthy. 


Vatican Diplomacy 


The detailed and accurate knowledge of the Holy See of 
conditions in every part of the world, particularly in the coun- 


tries of Europe, is proverbial. 


What is perhaps not so well 


recognized is the quality of statesmanship which, at least in 
recent years, has distinguished the Vatican’s policy. 

Pope Pius XII possesses that quality in high degree. I 
found him profoundly saddened by the future he saw shaping 
so inevitably, and profoundly grieved by the barbarous inhu- 
manity in so many regions of the world. It is, of course, im- 
possible for me to give any indication of the nature of these con- 
versations or of the views expressed to me. I can, however, 
state that I left the Vatican with the conviction that one of the 
constructive forces working for the regeneration of mankind 
will be the present Pope and many of those about him.—Sum- 
ner Welles in The Time for Decision, p. 142. (Harper and 


Brothers). 
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Eternally Yours 


An ending that 
made the story great 


ANNE should have been parti- 

cipating in the services, but 
instead she sat in her pew ab- 
sorbing the lush colors of the 
stained glass windows above the 
altar. The black beads of her 
rosary were in sombre contrast 
with the gold band on the finger 
around which they were twined. 
But the slim girl with the in- 
tense brown eyes was not pray- 
-ing. She was remembering Sun- 
days. 

They usually began right here, 
in this great cathderal. It was 
almost a prayer in itself when 
her arm touched Jack’s as they 
knelt together. Sometimes it 
seemed their spirits merged and 
became one beautiful] reality that 
filled the gothic vault of arches 
above them. Still clinging to the 
other early experience they had 
shared, they walked the five 
blocks that stretched to their 
apartment in understanding si- 
lence. 

There was breakfast, and its 
inevitable sequel, the dish wash- 
ing they did with special Sunday 
ceremony. Then, as if held in 
leash too long, they eagerly 
turned to the work of joy which 
made their lives less routine and 
more glad rhythm. For war had 
made each of them something 
other than nature had intended 
them to be. He was a writer in 
khaki, and she. an artist who 
served national interest as a 


V. M. B. Smith 


blueprint checker in a war plant. 

So Sunday was not only a day 
of rest for Anne and Jack Allen; 
it was a flight from the days 
which preceded it. Sunday was 
the consolation prize which God 
gave them for having to spend 
the remainder of the week in 
alien roles. While Anne took up 
post at her easel, Jack sat at the 
battered Royal which had aged 
considerably in its army travels. 


Out of the lanky sergeant with 
the blue black hair cascaded all 
the creative energy which had 
been damned up during the hours 
he spent enslaved to the tyranny 
of figures in the technical train- 
ing command to which he was 
attached. That was before he 
was assigned to the infantry— 
by request. After all, a fellow 
got tired of counting others in, 
while he himself was out of im- 
mediate contact with the war. 


Anne delighted in watching 
her intense husband as he as- 
saulted the paper in his type- 
writer as if it were an enemy 
objective. There would be long 
silences between them, a word 
spoken now and then, but always 
the awareness of each other 
which was an indispensable part 
of their work. Each was con- 
scious of each other which was 
an indispensable part of their 
work. Each was conscious of the 
creative strivings of the other; 
each looked forward to the high 
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point of the day when their 
achievements were surveyed. 

Somehow they became more 
involved in discussion of Jack’s 
stories than they did in appraisal 
of Anne’s landscapes. Perhaps it 
was because the girl maneuvered 
the conversation that way, for 
the climax of-her own effort 
came when Jack tore the last 
sheet out of his typewriter. With 
the impatience of one anxious to 
see his work whole, he would 
gather up the sheaf of papers 
strewn with the careless abandon 
of fall leaves on his desk, and 
lean back to transmit to his wife 
the ideas and people liberated 
from the prison of his brain. 

With an excited clap of her 
hands, Anne would exclaim at his 
first lines. “Oh, Jack, that’s a 
beautiful beginning,” she would 
declare enthusiastically. 

All his beginnings, she 
thought, demanded comment by 
the extraordinary manner in 
which he invited the reader to 
follow him through continuing 
lines of beauty. Yet, despite the 
many times the same thing had 
occurred out-of the spontaneity 
of Anne’s appreciation, Jack 
would invariably answer, “Darl- 
ing, beginnings don’t make 
stories great. Will you wait and 
watch for the kind of ending the 
yarn has?” 

“In a story, as in life,” he 
would continue with the fervor 
of a teacher, “one must see the 
whole before he can judge of the 
beauty of a part. The ending, it 
seems to me, is the most im- 
portant part of that whole. It’s 


the ending that lingers. It’s the 
last thing we know, the longest 
remembered, the most telling 
piece of evidence on which we 
base our judgment of the worth 
of a story or a life.” 

But Anne persistently held out 
for beginnings. She was preoc- 
cupied with the beauty of the 
way things began, like their mar- 
riage. She was more than con- 
tent with its first chapters, and 
she continued to be partial to 
beginnings. 

Ultimately their friendly arg- 
uments ended with Jack’s admis- 
sion: “Sweet, I suppose we’re 
both right. It’s one of those 
paradoxes of life.” 

. . - One of those paradoxes. 
A kindly voice was scattering the 
silence of the cathedral with 
words. “He that loses his life 
shall find it.” 

That was it. They were both 
right, and in that knowledge 
came the first softening of grief 
Anne had known for this time 
which separated her from the 
bitter reality of that telegram. 

“My dearest,” she murmured 
as her arm nudged the memory 
of him who had once been beside 
her, “they told me the ending 
of your story was a glorious one. 
Nothing they said about your 
heroism and courage comforted 
me. It seemed so final. I couldn’t 
see beyond the ending. 

“It’s been a year now, and I 
came back today for the first 
time, to this church where we 
began our Sundays. I came back 
to find you whom I lost when I 
left God in rebellion. Now I 
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know the ending of the story we 
lived was only the beginning of 
another you’ve started on alone, 
a story more beautiful than any 


you could have dreamed of writ- 
ing, or living. Happy anniver- 
sary in heaven, honey. I'll be 
seeing you some eternity.” 


Comics * 


DUTIFUL parents are becom- 
ing more and more concern- 
ed over the so-called comics. 

They rival the movies in popu- 
larity. A survey conducted in the 
schools of Gary, Ind., showed 
that in one week 696 grade 
school pupils had read 915 books 
but 2,370 comic magazines. One 
in three had read nothing but 
comics. It is estimated that 75 
per cent of leisure-time reading 
of children in the 9-14 age group 
is spent on 125 different comic 
magazines, and 180,000,000 of 
these are sold a year! 

Not all comics are objection- 
able. Those with “kid appeal,” 
mostly animal comics, and some 
that appeal to adults and deal 
with everyday home situations, 
are not harmful and afford inno- 
cent amusement. 

This cannot be said of numer- 
ous adventure comic magazines 
and newspaper strips. Enlighten- 
ing in this regard is an exhaus- 
tive analysis made of 92 comic 
books and more than 1,000 news- 
paper strips by Gabriel Lynn and 
reported in his booklet, The Case 
Against the Comics, published by 
the Catechetical Guild of St. 
Paul, Minn. 

In the publications studied, 
522 separate physical assaults 
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against human beings were de- 
picted in horrifying detail and 
in a manner tending to glorify 
brute force. There were shown 
216 major crimes, 309 minor 
crimes and 271 examples of anti- 
social behavior. 

Is it any wonder that Judge 
Charles W. Luck, of Chatta- 
nooga, Tenn., during a hearing 
on parole petitions, denounced 
comics as a primary cause of 
crime? He said: “I am fully 
convinced that some of these 
strips based on disreputable, 
well-nigh criminal acts, are re- 
sponsible for creating ideas in 
the minds of children.” 

Many comics also include sug- 
gestive “art” which is a menace 
to chastity. Scantily-clad females 
are shown in seductive postures 
and sex features are emphasized. 

Obviously parents have a duty 
with regard to comics which hold 
such a fascination for children. 
A responsible father and mother 
would not let their boy or girl 
eat poisonous food. They would 
not even permit them to bring it 
into the house. Should they not 
be equally careful concerning 
reading matter and pictures 
which can corrupt the minds of 
children and start them on the 
road to delinqueney? 


Making Fun 


Peter Ibbet 


How comfortable has your 

stomach been as you slith- 
ered along the newspaper trail 
of our maritally maladjusted 
Americans? Did you feel more 
(or less) at ease as you found 
among the current news items 
innumerable references to state 
jaws which lowered the age of 
consent into the realm of child- 
hood? Surely you registered out- 
wardly some sign of inner un- 
easiness as you compiled data on 
early marriage, easy marriage, 
easy divorces? 

Perhaps your wonder grew 
that such things could be. Perti- 
nent to the ironic meaning of the 
topic—Making Fun Of Marriage 
—is the observation that some 
of our commonwealths legalize 
eleven as the age of consent. 
This is, I believe, the apogee for 
marriage on the American plan. 
The evidence accumulates like- 
wise in the files of juvenile and 
domestic relations courts to prove 
the increase in impetuous, ill-ad- 
vised, premature marriages. 


According to the sorry record 
almost anyone can get married 
and he has wide latitude among 
the many, easy ways devised by 
dubious ingenuity. In some of 
our states the qualifications for 
the married state are so haphaz- 
ard and the precautions set about 
it so few that if applicants for 
a license appear to be of opposite 
sexes and have the power of 


Of Marriage 


A newspaper man offers some 
sense and nonsense 


locomotion, they are permitted, 
sometimes encouraged, to marry. 
A bettor, risking two dollars at 
the pari-mutuels window, or a 
householder, selecting a canine 
pet for his children, would move 
with more circumspection than 
the about-to-be-married. To be 
sure, haphazard and happy may 
be related but only at a distance. 
Momentous and “of the moment” 
are bracketed in thought but 
wide apart in meaning. With 
this in mind may I say that 
marriage from this viewpoint 
omits the “i” and becomes “mar- 
rage?” 

Let us look about and view 
some of the exhibitionists. A 
millionaire whose white hair 
rises higher than his forehead 
and whose thoughts gyrate about 
one center (himself), shuffles 
off the garment of marriage 
sometimes on the very wedding 
(or should it be “weeding”) day. 
This merry lad is the delight v* 
the newspaper pages because he 
has already out-Henried Henry 
the Eighth in all save executions. 
He is something of a standard 
jest with the lesser radio wits. 
Persistently, consistently incon- 
sistent he has become one of 
the archetypes in the art of 
“making fun of marriage.” 

A wrinkled dodderer of the 
variety stage has his pic- 
ture taken seated while he 
gazes fatuously at the 27-year-old 
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bride poised precariously on his 
bony knee. His high-sounding 
name opens the legend explaining 
the picture and we are told that 
dementia praecox in his case 
takes the form of marriage, 
marriage with the divorced wife 
of—his own son! 


A motion picture comedian 
piles escapade on escapade until 
Hollywood itself trembles as it 
has never trembled before. Grey- 
ing and ageing he acquires youn- 
ger and younger wives. Fresh, 
innocent-looking youth coupled 
with weary, worn age at its best 
is not pleasant to contemplate; 
at its worst it is revolting. Here- 
in the comic ceases to be a co- 
median and blunders into the 
field of tragedy. 

Had A Good Time 


When gentlemen such as these 
come into court to untangle the 
coils into which they plunged 
recklessly, good sense and good 
taste take a holiday; virtue and 
decency hide their heads; the 
press, the public and sometimes 
his “honor,” the judge conspire 
to glamorize the unseemly. At 
the conclusion of one such scan- 
dalous trial the judge, who had 
preened and posed during the 
proceedings, permitted himself 
to be photographed signing an 
autograph book. Then he made 
this contribution to the wisdom 
of the ages: “I think it may be 
said that everyone had a good 
time.” 

During but one month of last 
year a mid-West county, popula- 
tion 350,000, filed 261 petitions 
for divorce, and nearly all the pe- 
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titioners were very young peo- 
ple. 


These are some of the ways we ~ 


have been “making fun of mar- 
riage.” I would like to offer a 
contrast, to picture another way 
of making fun of marriage. 


Sitting at a typewriter in the 
city room, pounding out the 
heartaches and tragedies of a 
thoughtless world year after 
year, does something to a man. 
He must if he wishes to sur- 
vive develop a protective coating 
as he ages. But now and then he 
does have a chance to smile 
brightly. If you read on you 
will see proof of what I mean. 


I said I would like to offer a 
contrast, to picture another way 
of making fun of marriage. 
Well — 

This story will have about it 
little indication of the white-hot 
fires of romance. Destiny did not 
wait breathlessly through the 
ages that two, these two and no 
others, might be united in the 
perfect union. But on the other 
hand neither does the story tell 
of incontinent haste. So, if I 
may, let me introduce the Mc- 
Cormicks. I have played, gone 
to school, visited, argued with 
them through the years. Francis 
and Dorothy McCormick excite 
envy in me. I have known the 
couple’s four sons—George 23, 
Peter 21, Terry 14 and David 12 
since the time of their appear- 
ance on earth. 

Francis and Dorothy are com- 
pleting the happiest year of their 
married life, the twenty-fifth. It 
is the happiest year because they 
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realize on looking back these 
years mean something well, 
though not perfectly, done. They 
are humble and glad because a 
good God and all His gracious 
plans for them were not de- 
feated; they kept their common 
sense. Thus far they and their 
children have come happily 
through the hazards encountered 
in the intimacies of family life. 


The twenty-five years of hap- 
piness bestowed on Francis and 
Dorothy make them look hope- 
fully and trustingly toward other 
years which may be granted. 
Should the sensitiveness, garrul- 
ity and crochetyness of old age 
creep up on them they hope they 
may be able, with God’s help, to 
continue in an understanding of 
one another and of their children. 

Looking Back 


But let us look back. The Mc- 
Cormicks lived the first eighteen 
months of their married life with 
Dorothy’s mother, Mrs. Mary 
Armitage. It was a wearing 
experience for all because Mrs. 
Armitage was a psychotic, living 
in the past with memories of a 
departed husband. For her the 
living were not too real and they 
weighed lightly in her real world 
of memories. The McCormick’s 
knew they were courting disaster 
but when the brush of threaten- 
ing wings could be heard, they 
broke away and opened their own 
home. On their own they set 
down several basic truths about 
how they would live. Marriage 
was not.to be a 90/10, 0/100, 
10/90 or any other imbalance. 
Always and ever they would fol- 


low a 50/50 plan. They planned 
to keep mutually what they had 
acquired of earthly goods as a 
financial hostage against the un- 
certainties of the future. Confi- 
dence, the groundwork of all 
human sirelationships, would 
mean, they fondly hoped as they 
looked uncertainly into the years, 
that they would somehow gradu- 
ally come to know, understand 
and confide in one another. When 
misunderstandings arose com- 
plaints were to be filed away and 
talked over when they could be 
dealt with dispassionately. 
Francis and Dorothy were 
agreed that their home must be 
paid for no matter what the sac- 
rifice. They might be obliged to 
forego some of the delights on 
which the human heart sets it- 
self. Denial would be the rou- 
tine for a number of years, but 
denial it had to be. Today in 
spite of some adversities they 
live in peace of mind on Seestrom 
Road in the only home for blocks 
not built on the papery founda- 
tion of negotiable instruments. 


During 1925, 1926 and 1927, 
flushed with some prosperity, the 
McCormicks invested; 1929’s Big 
Wind blew away most of their 
resources. But in all the years 
since there has never been a re- 
criminatory “I told you so!” ex- 
changed between the pair. In- 
come from teaching and invest- 
ments once reached a high of 
$5,000 a year; now it is about 
$2,500. But there are no debts 
in the McCormick scheme of life. 


In their growing-up the four 
sons gradually absorbed confi- 
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dence and self-reliance. Books, 
workshops, the knack of the fam- 
ily to do some of its own repair 
work, the making of toys at 
home—these have helped in many 
ways. Since Francis McCormick 
is a teacher, books and their 
right use have played leading 
roles in the training of the four 
sons. The excellent library has 
been used by all during the years. 
David, the youngest, now begins 
to find books can be put to work 
saving time and energy. 


The four young McCormicks 
are average or a trifle better 
than average American boys. Not 
a genius is found among them. 
George, the oldest, is a graduate 
chemist who taught the subject 
in his senior year. For a time 
he was employed by the Humble- 
Greeter Oil Co. Now he is in 
the Navy. Peter, twenty, has 
completed his novitiate in the 
seminary of a famed religious 
order. Terry, fourteen, has been 
through most of his life a “drop- 
it-any-place” specialist, yet dur- 
ing 1944 he achieved his first 
true discipline through a Victory 
Garden. And it was a “victory” 
for him. Francis and Dorothy 
told me recently when I dropped 
in on them that Terry saved the 
family $65 by supplying it with 
food that summer. In 1945 he 
did even better. David is a rest- 
less mite with one ambition at 
the moment, the establishment 
of a farm home for the aged, the 
particular aged, Francis and 
Dorothy McCormick! 


The McCormicks like to stay 
together. They argue and quar- 
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rel occasionally, but in the twen- 
ty-five years which have been 
given them they have always 
managed to settle their prob- 
lems. Sometimes they have ask- 
ed for my help. That I am still 
their friend is a compliment to 
them not to me. Dorothy Mc- 
Cormick has never sought her 
own rest at night until she has 
made the rounds of the family, 
seeing to everyone’s comfort, 
acting as counsellor, umpire and 
general “what-has-to-be-doner.” 
Over each of the McCormicks she 
has murmured a prayer to Mary, 
the Mother of God and Queen of 
all mothers; then finally she has 
gone to her own rest. This min- 
istration has been one of the sure 
ways of keeping the front wheels 
of the McCormick family vehicle 
aligned. 

The McCormicks have a demo- 
cratic device of some usefulness. 
It is called the “Sixum” Club. At 
its meetings plans, projects, pic- 
nics and other sundries of fam- 
ily life are talked over. Every- 
one is elected to the presidency 
at some time or other. The of- 
ficers get experience in managing 
people and affairs. The funds 
of the organization, occasional 
voluntary contributions deposited 
in a fruit-jar bank, provide sur- 
prises, purchase victory savings 
stamps and help anyone outside 
the family in need of a bit of en- 
couragement. The McCormicks 
believe that the needy are blessed 
when they receive! that the help- 
ful are blessed when they give. 

How do you like the way in 
which the McCormicks have been 
making fun of marriage? 
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They Missed This Une 


Chester Mitoraj, C.R. * 


Not long ago one of the major 
film studios released a bio- 
graphical account of the “poet of 
the piano,” Frederick Chopin. 
Cinema enthusiasts will recog- 
nize this picture under the title 
“A Song to Remember.” It is 
not my purpose to discuss the 
acting in the picture nor the his- 
torical discrepancies that dot its 
plot. What I wish to do is to in- 
sert a scene just before the final 
one which portrays the mortally 
ill Chopin succumbing to the dis- 
ease that waylaid his brilliant 
musical career. 

Of course, the film corporation 
can hardly be censured for omit- 
ting that particular incident in 
the story of Chopin. The picture 
was designed to have as wide an 
appeal as possible, and perhaps 
for that reason the religious 
factor in Chopin’s life was de- 
leted. Whatever the reason, the 
dramatic power of the picture 
suffered, as the following will 
indicate. 

Drifted From Faith 

Soon after coming to Paris, 
young Frederick Chopin began 
to drift away from the Faith his 
mother had so carefully nurtured 
in him. Surrounded by a circle 
of fawning friends, most of them 
lax in religion-and morals, the 
young Pole didn’t find it too diffi- 
cult to still the remonstrances of 
his conscience, and thus he finally 


A scene Hollywood 
neglected to portray 


dropped his religion altogether. 
Although of a fragile constitu- 
tion, he recklessly plunged into 
the loose mode of life of those 
about him with the result that 
his thirty-fifth year saw him 
seriously declining in health. 
Four years later he was dying. 

The news of his grievous ill- 
ness reached Father Alexander 
Jelowicki, a priest of the then 
newly-founded Congregation of 
the Resurrection. Being a par- 
ticularly close friend of Chopin, 
Father Alexander hastened to 
his countryman’s side to remind 
him that although he could not 
hope to regain the health of his 
body, he could still re-establish 
the health of his soul. 


Though fatally ill, Chopin was 
in no mood to discuss the spiri- 
tual status of his soul. On the 
contrary, he was extremely so- 
licitous over his priest-friend, 
whose beloved brother, Captain 
Edward Jelowicki, had been mis- 
takenly shot by the Austrians in 
the previous year. Hoping to 
take advantage of the sympathy 
and tenderness shown by Chopin, 
Father Alexander gently remind- 
ed him of his mother, intending 
thus to awaken in him a love for 
the Faith she had taught him. 
Chopin, however, balked. 

“I understand,” he said, “and 
I do not wish to die without the 
Sacraments, so as not to grieve 
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my dear mother; however, I can- 
not do this, for my feelings on 
the matter are wholly foreign to 
you. I sense the sweetness of a 
confession poured out to a friend, 
but I am not convinced of the 
sacramental character of Con- 
. fession. If you wish, I will make 
my confession to you... but 
only as a friend.” 

When Father Alexander sug- 
gested that perhaps some other 
priest might be called, the pianist 
demurred. It was quite obvious 
that Chopin was as ill spiritually 
as he was physically. 

Asked For A Gift 

During the months that fol- 
lowed that impasse, the priest 
continually prayed for the soul 
of his erring friend. In fact, 
the special intention during the 
yearly retreat of the Resurrec- 
tionist Fathers stationed in 
Paris was the conversion of 
Chopin. Finally, on October 12, 
1849, Doctor Cruveiller, the 
pianist’s physician, informed 
Father Alexander that Chopin’s 
death was drawing near. 

The next day was the Feast of 
St. Edward, the patron saint of 
the deceased brother of Father 
Alexander. During the Mass, he 
was offering for the soul of his 
brother, the priest prayed: “O 
most merciful God, if the soul of 
Edward is dear to Thee, give me 
today the soul of Frederick.” 

Later in the day, Father Alex- 
ander again visited Chopin. The 
latter asked him to _ break- 
fast, but the priest had some- 
thing more important on his 
mind. 


“Today is the namesday of my 
brother Edward,” he began. 
Chopin sighed deeply. “On the 
feast day of my brother give me 
a gift.” 

“T will give you anything you 
wish,” Chopin replied. 

“Then give me your soul.” 

“IT know what you mean.” 
Chopin raised himself to a sit- 
ting position. “Take it...” 

Overcome with joy, Father 
Alexander silently placed a cruci- 
fix in the pianist’s hands. 

“Do you believe?” he asked. 

“I believe,” Chopin replied sin- 
cerely. 


“Just as your mother taught | 


you?” 

“Just as my mother taught 
me.” Then, with his tear-filled 
eyes fixed on the crucifix, he be- 
gan his Confession. Some time 
later, at his own request, he re- 
ceived the Viaticum and Extreme 
Unction. 

That same day Chopin’s death 
agony began. It dragged on for 
four days. During that time the 
dying man exhibited such resig- 
nation and fortitude that the 
sincerity of his conversion was 
evident to all. From time to time 
he would kiss his crucifix and 
whisper ejaculations. Of his 
friends who wept at his bedside, 
he declared: “What are these 
people doing? Why aren’t they 
praying?” And then he would 
console them: “I love God and 
man ... It is good for me to 
die thus ... Do not cry, my 
sister ... Pray for me... We 
shall meet in heaven .. .” 


an 
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When his physician tried to 
prolong his life, Chopin declared: 
“Let me die. God has already 
forgiven me. He calls me... 
Let me in peace, I wish to die.” 
' Instead of bemoaning his suf- 
fering, Chopin was grateful for 
it. He told his doctors: “You 
are causing me pain without 
bringing me relief. You may be 
mistaken, but God has not erred. 
He is purifying me. Oh, how 
good is the God who punishes me 
here on earth. Oh, how good God 
is!” 


To Father Alexander he said: 
“If it were not for you I would 
have perished like a repulsive 
animal.” 

Chopin died with a crucifix in 
his hands. Just before his death, 
he kissed the crucifix, repeated 
the names of Jesus, Mary and 
Joseph, and whispered, “I find 
myself at the source of happi- 
ness.” With that he died. 

This was the scene that never 
was filmed, the drama of a man 
finding his God. Truly, a happy 
ending. 


No Comment 


The following recently appeared in a trade journal of the 
medical profession under the caption “From My Uncle’s Diary.” 
It was signed by J. J. Horton, M.D. 

“Jan. 2nd 1890. John and Sally D— asked me to do an 
abortion on Sally. I flew into a rage, later cooled off, went to 
their house and had a good talk with them. They agreed to 


let nature take its course.” 


“June 6, 1890. Delivered Sally D— Easy Labor. Normal. 
Boy, 7 lbs. Name: John D—, Jr.” 

“Feb. 7, 1914. John D—, Jr. and his wife Helen, came to 
my office. They said Helen was pregnant and asked me to 
stop the pregnancy. I got down my old diaries, showed them 
entries on Jan. 2nd 1890 and June 6th, 1890. They fell into 
each other’s arms and cried like babies.” 

June 18th, 1914. Delivered Helen D— of a fine boy, 
7% lbs. Labor normal. They said they would name the baby 
for me. I told them to call him John D— III instead.” 


Holding the Line 


Reducing in this age of ours, when the average American 
may sit down to a dinner which would make emperors of past 
centuries envious, is a task which demands considerable re- 
straint of our appetites, and control over desires for certain 
foods. But it is the best and safest way of holding that 
(waist) line within health’s safety zone.—O. A. Battista. 
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The Approach To Sex Education 


The stork is to 
be shot on sight 


PRIESTS, pedagogues, physi- 

cians and psychologists have 
organized a kind of intellectual 
posse to hunt down and shoot at 
sight the stork. Not that they 
have anything against the old 
bird himself, but they object to 
the way people have been using 
him. The flying biped with a 
baby in a bundle suspended from 
his lance-like bill has been made 
a symbol of birth. Actually, how- 
ever, the stork in the minds of 
many people is a symbol of what 
is not birth, a subterfuge for 
parents when questioned by chil- 
dren about the meaning of birth. 
It appears to be a metaphorical 
game of one long-legged bird 
with another the way parents 
stick their heads in the sand like 
the ostrich by pointing to the 
stork for the explanation of the 
origin of life. Against such an 
attitude, the heir to a large ex- 
tent of crossed Jansenistic and 
Puritan traditions, we protest. 


The story of the stork is a 
cowardly evasion of a growing 
child’s question on one of the 
most elemental and _ delicate 
phases of his life. Today we 
are demanding that every sincere 
question of a child about the 
origin of life be answered in the 
positive. The type of answer to 
be given, of course, depends on 
the child’s age; the answer must 
be on a level with the child’s 
mentality and in proportion to 
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his innocence. We are demanding 
that when the child begins to 
show an intelligent interest in 
the facts of life, he be instructed 
gradually and with due precau- 
tions, but frankly and clearly, on 
the meaning and purpose of sex. 
Sex instruction is funda- 
mentally a duty of parents. Pope 
Pius XI in his encyclical, “The 
Christian Education of Youth,” 
condemned public or group sex 
instruction. There are many rea- 
sons for the stand of the Church 
against public sex instruction for 
the young, but basically it is be- 
cause the development of sex, 
considered both from the physio- 
logical and the psychical phases, 
is an individual matter. Parents 
who hold from God the commis- 
sion to educate their offspring 
and who are in a position to un- 
derstand the temperment of each 
child are best equipped by na- 
ture and grace to carry out this 
extremely delicate task. 


Parents Hold Back 


That is the theory. It has 
proved to be a workable theory. 
The only trouble with it is that 
parents, generally speaking, are 
not putting it into practice. Re- 
strained by inhibitions inherited 
from the stork era, or false 
shame, or admittedly incapable of 
giving the instructions, parents 
today are still evading the honest 
and intelligent questions of their 
growing children on sex. The 
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unfortunate result is that their 
children are finding the wrong 
answers or answers wrongly giv- 
en from “scientific” books that 
-are far too esoteric for their im- 
mature minds, or they get the 
information they seek from their 
companions, who with a smatter- 
ing of knowledge of sex display 
an air of precocious sophistica- 
tion. 

Once on a train I met a man, 
who, I believe, can be classed as 
having average intelligence and, 
from all I could gather then and 
there, a better-than-average 
Catholic. He talked to me freely 
about his family, particularly 
about his growing children. He 
said that he didn’t think there 
was much difference between the 
youth of his day and of today, 
except that the youth of today 
are more frank with their par- 
ents. He was of the opinion, for 
example, that his children didn’t 
try to hide anything from him 
or their mother. That led to 
discussing a problem that ap- 
parently bewildered him. He told 
me that his boy, a lad of about 
fifteen, was asking him point- 
blank questions about sex. “You 
know,” the man said rather 
plaintively, “I don’t know how 
to answer him. I realize that I 
should give him the proper in- 
formation, but I just don’t know 
how to go about it.” 


A Typical Case 
There is no poll available on 
the subject, but I think it is 
fairly correct to say that this 
man’s feeling of incapability to 
give his growing boy the proper 
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instructions on sex is typical of 
parents throughout the country. 
Not only are they failing in their 
duty, which they could discharge 
with the aid of a manual written 
for that purpose or by consulting 


‘a priest, but they are using the 


wrong approach to this delicate 
yet important subject. The prop- 
er approach consists largely of an 
attitude of mind, to which par- 
ents can give expression with- 
out touching specifically on the 
technicalities of sex instruction. 

It is not enough to shoot the 
stork: we need to get rid of the 
attitude of mind that engendered 
him, the attitude that tabooed 
all discussion on sex on the false 
assumption that it is wrong to 
talk about such things. The child 
who is too old to be placated by 
the story of the stork is silenced 
momentarily by being told that 
such matters should not be talked 
about. The impression is given 
that sex in itself is sinful. The 
hush-hush attitude of parents 
on sex is unsound; it has led to 
endless misunderstandings and 
even personal disasters. 


Positive Approach 


We admit that we want our 
adolescent children to have a 
wholesome attitude toward sex. 
But how can we expect it unless 
parents themselves assume a 
definitely positive attitude to- 
ward the matter? Psychologists 
tell us that parents merely by 
their attitude toward virtue in- 
fluence to a great extent the 
characters of their children, even 
when the children are very 
young. The first step to be taken 
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THE APPROACH TO SEX EDUCATION 


by parents in developing clean 
minds in their children is adopt- 
ing a sound Christian attitude 
toward sex, viewing it as the 
creation of God whose high pur- 
pose is peopling the earth and 
ultimately heaven and therefore 
as something sacred. 


A common answer to a sincere- 
ly questioning youngster on the 
origin of life runs something 
like this: ““Don’t be asking ques- 
tions about such things. You’re 
too young. Run along now and 
play.” Wouldn’t it be just as easy 
to say something like this: “It 
was God Himself who designed 
your body. Long, long ago, even 
before the world was made, God 
had in mind just how He would 
make your body. You see, we 
must respect our bodies because 
God in the first place planned 
them and through His laws He 
made them.” 

Much of the moral disorder 
that prevails today can be traced 
to an utter lack of respect for 
the sacredness of sex. In all the 
media of expression, particularly 
motion pictures, with which 
youth comes in frequent contact, 
the Christian norms governing 
the respect of one sex for an- 
other are commonly violated. 
Love is treated on the basis of 
Godless naturalism. Into such 
an atmosphere our adolescent 
youth are thrust. We certainly 
will not help them by evading 
their sincere inquiries about the 
facts of sex; rather it is im- 
portant that we offset the de- 
grading influence of the con- 
temporary world by emphasizing 
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the sacredness of sex. We need 
to make it clear that if sex ap- 
pears to be mysterious it is not 
because it is something bad in 
itself, but because it is something 
sacred, so sacred that we clothe 
it and speak of it with a kind of 
holy reverence. 


Warns Against Abuse 


Parents striving to engender 
in their children a Christ-like 
attitude toward sex can use the 
following as a kind of theme to 
preface any discussion of the 
subject: “You have seen the chal- 
ice at Mass. It is sacred because 
it is consecrated to hold the 
Blood of Our Lord. The chalice 
is so sacred that we may not 
touch it except for a good rea- 
son. If you would see someone 
dashing a chalice to the ground 
and trampling on it, you would 
know that such an act is wrong 
because it is an abuse of some- 
thing sacred. In baptism your 
body was consecrated to become 
the living chalice of God. When 
you are in the state of Grace, 
God is in your body as truly as 
He is in the chalice at Mass, 
though in a different way. Your 
body, all of it, is sacred because 
it is supposed to be the house of 
God. It is only when the body 
is abused, just as when the chal- 
ice is abused, that evil occurs.” 

Should we get to the point 
where we think of all chalices as 
abused chalices, we would have 
to admit that there is something 
wrong about our manner of 
thinking. But that is how good 
Catholic people have been think- 
ing about sex—generally in 
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terms of its abuse. To correct 
such thinking will not, of course, 
solve the manifold problems pre- 
sented by the complex nature of 
man. But it is one of the first 
steps toward helping youth de- 


velop a wholesome attitude 
toward sex. The clean of heart 
are not the prudes of the puri- 
tans, but those who regard sex 
from God’s viewpoint. 


Woman--A He-declaration 


Helen Lahey 


\7 IS most gratifying that Home 

should give emphasis to the 
recent declaration of the Holy 
Father on the new role of women 
in the post-war world. Despite 
the gradual emergence of wom- 
en into positions of civic, edu- 
cational, cultural, and scientific 
prominence, the world has been 
rather generally man-dominated. 
To be sure, feminine influence 
has been potent, but always in- 
direct. There has been a mis- 
understanding of the Catholic 
viewpoint on woman’s place in 
position of public leadership. The 
statements of Pius XII should 
serve to eradicate the false im- 
pression that the Church has 
favored a submergence of its 
feminine members. Unfortu- 
nately, educational historians 
have often been guilty of giving 
the impression that the Catholic 
Church’s policy was that of with- 
holding educational progress not 
only from women, but also from 
the masses, in general. A care- 
ful study would reveal that the 
policy of the Church has been 
consistently in favor of higher 
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Some errors of 
history corrected 


education of women. The daugh- 
ters of St. Thomas More, during 
the English Renaissance were 
accomplished humanistic schol- 
ars, and one excelled in the study 
of medicine. The court schools 
of the Italian Renaissance, Cath- 
olic in temper, included girls 
among their roster of pupils. 
Women studied medicine and law 
at the Italian universities. The 
attitude of the Church, then, as 
now, favored the emancipation 
of women from the dark chains 
of ignorance in which the pagan 
and barbaric era held them. 


It was only with the Reforma- 
tion that a change set about in 
the European attitude toward the 
advancement and education of 
women. In countries following 
the Lutheran pattern, women 
were deprived of all but a rudi- 
mentary learning (sufficient to 
read the Bible) and domestic 
studies. 


All avenues of higher learning 
were closed to-them for over 
three centuries. In Catholic 
countries even after the Refor- 
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mation had set the pattern for a 
large part of Europe, we find 
women encouraged to go on with 
their education. Recently, I was 
delving into records of teacher 
education in 18th century 
Austria, and found that Ursuline 
nuns were conducting model (not 
unlike our experimental, or 
laboratory schools in modern 
America) schools, for the pur- 
pose of demonstrating to other 
teachers the new and improved 
methods of teaching. Sisters of 
this order and from the Domi- 
nican order were sent to Vienna 
in this same century, to study 


the advances made in teaching 
models. Too bad that more re- 
search of this nature could not be 
made. If it were, I think that 
the impression that the Church 
has favored keeping its feminine 
members in ignorance might be 
eradicated. 

In a world that is as pagan 
in philosophy as pre-Christian 
Rome; and in times as chaotic as 
those which St. Benedict and his 
monks faced, is it little wonder 
that the advancement of women 
to policy-making positions in the 
world of affairs has been re- 
tarded? 


Lost Weekend 


You probably have read Lost Weekend. If you haven’t read 


it and want to read the ghastly story of an alcoholic, with all 
the romance and comedy stripped away, you might do so. 


A mature friend who has known what it means to have an 


alcoholic in the family writes me her amazement that all in- 
ebriates evidently follow a common pattern, “There was, 
however,” she writes, “one false note. That was Helen, the 
girl who is in love with him . .. and would marry him if 
he’d marry her. That a girl, knowing what he was, should 
still want to marry him makes about as much sense as would 
a normal, intelligent woman’s walking up to a hatchet murderer 
and saying, ‘Darling, I love you so much that what you are 
doesn’t matter. I still want you to be the father of my child- 
ren.’” 


Alas and alack! Helen, wanting to marry a confirmed 
drunkard, is undoubtedly a triple starred fool. But so re- 
grettably are the thousands and thousands of women who 
marry men like that—convinced that they will reform them. 
—Father Daniel Lord, S.J. 

The Rockaway Express was taking the three partners to 
the beach. Suddenly Gregory Fishberg let loose a yell. 

“We left the safe open in the office!” 

“What are you worrying about?” returned Frankel. We’re 
all here, ain’t we?”—The Liguorian 
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Capital 


Michael V. Simko 


ANOTHER mile would decide 

everything. The last turn in 
the road should reveal a long 
stretch of sand, foaming surf and 
a girl in a white bathing suit. 


Through Normandy and the 
Ardennes and beyond the Rhine, 
Stan had been seeing her at the 
remembered spot in the shelter 
of a bluff. In another moment 
she would appear, beckoning to 
him, prepared to fulfill the pre- 
diction he had made one summer 
day ages ago. 


“Look, Beautiful, I’ll be back.” 
He said it with determination. 
“Tl slap my charger on the 
flank, toss aside my lance, and 
walk into your lovely arms.” 


Right now, however, the re- 
turned G.I. began to have some 
misgivings. Any second he feared 
the picture would vanish. A 
sergeant’s shrill whistle would 
rouse him to the anguish of an- 
other day, or a screaming shell 


- would crowd him more deeply 


into the doubtful security of a 
foxhole. 


Above the clamor of his ’38 
roadster, bruised by many college 
sorties, the booming surf pres- 
ently reached him in musical 
rhythm. Then all at once above 
the bend in the road rose the 
lighthouse. Now he was certain 
the exploding shells and the damp 
foxholes were far beyond this 
realm. 


A romance with 
an odd twist 


“Gosh!” He said prayerfully. 
‘Gosh!” 

The most eventful day of his 
life had come. He filled his broad 
chest with the crisp, zestful air 
of the Cape. For three years 
Stanley had dreamed of this par- 
ticular hour. 

In each letter he reminded - 
Ruth he would return. Always 
her eager assurance comforted 
him and sharpened his acute. 
longing. The pin-up girl of his 
dreams wore a white bathing suit 
that made a fellow look back 
twice while her golden tresses 
were confined beneath a yellow 
cap fortified with a pert little 
black butterfly. 

“Every summer we’ll meet here 
at Coast Guard Beach,” ardently 
he declared, clasping her sun- 
tanned hand. 


“Of course, Stan; every sum- 
mer; even if our grandchildren 
object,” she teased. 

“Ruth,.I mean it.” He bent 
closer to her. “It’s a date then. 
Every summer—you and I.” 

“Stanley, you are a_ goose. 
Next week or next month you 
will be back at school; Coast 
Guard Beach with Ruthie will 
fade into a forgotten summer 
romance.” 

Stanley’s career was interrupt- 
ed by an order to report at an 
induction center which ultimately 
resulted in G.I. clothes, and a 
journey under fire to a beach in 
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Normandy, but the girl in white 
on soft, hot sand stayed with 
him. At times her letters were 
tardy and brief, but eventually 
they reached him, signed with a 
capital R that ended in a tiny 
flourish. She teased him about 
their date in August, protesting 
over his fickleness which kept her 
waiting in the shelter of a bluff 
until a full moon rising out of 
the ocean reminded her of his 
faithlessness. 


To Stanley, Coast Guard Beach . 


seemed hopelessly far away. 


Yet in the blinding sun there 
before him was the inviting sand 
and the blue water sweeping 
gently over it in a soapy white- 
ness. The lighthouse, newly 
painted, welcomed him and the 
same red ramblers climbed in 
profusion all over the dilapidated 
rail fence. 


The veteran took a deep 
breath. With a snap he shut off 
the motor and dismounted like a 
knight. He slapped his charger 
on the flank, tossed aside his 
lance and proceeded to walk into 
the arms of his lovely lady. 

His shoes sank ankle-deep into 
the sand as he found his way 
down the steep bank. Then he 
whispered a brief prayer. The 
sudden quickening of his heart 
disturbed him. This beach ma- 
neuver called for caution. After 
all, white bathing suits were not 
uncommon; but this one differed 
somewhat. It was a bit more 
feminine, presenting a very brief 
skirt with a cute little ruffle. And 
no yellow cap confined her golden 
hair. 


He could not supress the eager 
excitement in his voice: “Ruth! 
—Ruth!” But even before she 
look up startled and puzzled he 
admitted his error. Yet in a 
moment the girl smiled, extend- 
ing her hand in greeting. 

“Stanley! Welcome to Coast 
Guard Beach!” 


“But—but.” He was limp with 
bewilderment. 


“Oh, I’m just a member of the 
reception committee. The family 
couldn’t disappoint a G.I.” 

“Well, thanks; but—gosh.” He 
stammered awkwardly before her 
compelling charm. 


“Look—a picnic basket. Ruth 
helped with the sandwiches. 
Please sit down.” Then she 
turned frank eyes toward him. 
“And don’t remind me I resemble 
my sister.” 

Perhaps it was the lunch, or 
the rolling surf, or the breeze in 
her golden tresses, but before the 
sun set in a colorful sky the 
soldier was holding Barbara’s 
small hand in a very special 
manner and saying things that 
were intended only for a lovely 
young lady in a white suit with 
a cute little ruffle. 


After a long pause he sat up 
and said casually, “I suppose 
Ruth had to feed the baby.” 


She nodded her head. “Junior 
has a slight case of the measles. 
But Ruthie sends her regards.” 

Her eyes were smiling as he 
drew closer to her, holding her 
hand with tender firmness. 

“Look, Beautiful,” he was very 
close, 80 rapturously close that 
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he found it difficult to say what 
he wanted, “Barbara—.” 

“Is this,” demurely she asked, 
“where the gallant knight shoos 
away his horse, tosses aside his 
lance, and walks into the arms of 
his lady love?” 

His face began to glow with 
understanding. 

“So! Somebody’s been reading 
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to trace her sister’s name in the 
sand. Before she could cross the 
t or smile impishly at him he 
caught her small wrist, over- 
whelmed with memories of the 
capital R with its feminine 
flourish. 

Then the roar of the surf 


_ drowned his rushing words while 


only a screaming sea gull wit- 


Ruth’s mail.” nessed the ecstasy of the 
Instead of replying she began moment. 


Don't Lead Him On 


A smart young dog, having chewed up a bedroom slipper, 
was soundly punished three hours later when the crime was dis- 
covered. He continued to chew slippers. But on another oc- 
casion, when he climbed upon a forbidden couch, immediately an 
awful retribution struck him in the form of a folded newspaper. 
This time he got the idea and “sinned” no more. 


A small boy’s mind is keener than a dog’s, but it reacts to 


punishment in the same way. 


When Junior does a forbidden thing nine times, and then is 
punished for the tenth offense, he is justified in feeling wronged. 


True, he was warned again and again. He was threatened 
with punishment. His parents probably thought they were more 
than fair to endure so much before inflicting the penalty. But 
they were wholly unfair and unreasonable. 

Junior heard the warnings and threats, but words mean 
nothing when facts contradict them. His parents said he would 
be punished, but experience proved them mistaken. He had done 
the thing repeatedly, and nothing happened. 

If he could do the thing nine times without being punished, 
he had every reason to believe he could do it with impunity 


ninety and nine times. 


Moreover, by repeating the act, he had built up what seem- 
ed a right. His parents, by doing nothing, had given their tacit 
approval. With their apparent consent, he had developed a be- 
havior pattern. And experience, his only dependable guide, told 
him he could repeat the act indefinitely in complete safety. 

When his parents punished him for the tenth offense, he felt 
betrayed and wronged. They had led him on and fooled him by 
their inconsistency.—Robert Quillen. 
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Pictures heip to 
teach needed lessons 


41, A AMMA, who is that man? 
Who are those little chil- 
dren?” 

It’s your little toddler who asks 
the questions. He points a pudgy 
finger to the picture on the wall 
of your home, a delightful and 
appealing group done in color. 
At the one end is a boy seated, 
resting back on his legs, eyes all 
attentive on the main figure. 
Next to the boy is a little girl 
whose eyes fairly beam. She is 
stretched out on the ground, 
arms propped to hold his smiling 
face, her bare feet joined and 
waving in the air. 

But the third child of the 
picture is the happiest of all. Her 
face aglow; the little hands hold 
a few wild-flowers, and those 
flowers are extended in offering 
to the main figure with the 
smiling face. Yes, the baby is 
perched on the knee of Jesus. 


It’s easy to see that the three 
children are just taken with Him. 
And what little child wouldn’t be 
happy to be so near to Jesus? 


Again the child questions, 
“Mamma, who is that Man? Why 
is the little boy smiling that 
way? Why is the baby holding 
flowers in her hand?” 


It’s just as likely as not that 
Mother will be busy when baby 
notices the picture. In that case, 
she’ll say, ““Mother’s busy now, 
but you ask me about that 
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picture after I’ve finished the 
dishes, and I’ll tell you.” 


. And so Mother has her chance 
to tell little toddler all about 
Jesus: Of how good and kind He 
is. Of how He loved to be with 
the little children. How the chil- 
dren just loved to be with Him. 


“Jesus loves you, too, baby. 
Jesus gave you to your Mother 
and Daddy. Jesus gave Mother 
and Daddy to you. That same 
Jesus is always taking care of 
you, every day. Do you know 
why? Because He loves you so 
much, baby. Why, He’d be so 
happy if He could hold you, the 
way Mother holds you. 

“Jesus wants you to say your 
prayers, because praying is talk- 
ing to Jesus. Tell Him that you 
love Him, baby. Tell Him that 
you want to be real good. Then 
Jesus will always be smiling at 
you, the way He’s smiling at that 
little baby in the picture.” 

A great lesson has been taught. 
It should often be repeated. 

And this is only one of the 
wonderful pictures which you can 
buy now: 

Have you seen those up-to-date 
Guardian Angel pictures? No, 
I don’t mean the ones which show 
the child at the precipice. I 
mean the new ones, which show 
children sled-riding, going to 
school, at play. There’s a whole 
set of them, one just as attrac- 
tive as the other. 
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Expensive? They’re very rea- 
sonable! 

What do pictures like these 
mean to your children? 

First of all, they are bound to 
show the joy of Catholic living. 
The child who has seen beautiful 
and attractive pictures of Christ, 
His Blessed Mother, the Saints 
and Angels from the beginning 
cannot help but carry thru life 
the loveliness and happiness of 
Catholic life. 

When your home displays a 
crucifix, a nice statue or an at- 
tractive religious picture in every 
room, little toddlers learn from 
them. They learn that religion 
is not something to be hidden 
away in the bedroom, and then 


only for night prayers. They 
learn quickly that you want all 
that the family does, in every 
room, at all times to be touched 
with the charm of Christ’s pres- 
ence. 

Moreover, the little ones love 
to tell big people the story of 
the picture. Their curious eyes 
will find details which grown- 
up haste has missed. And the 
more baby tells the story of the 
picture, the more he learns about 
Jesus and the Saints. 

And the more religious pic- 
tures there are in the home—at- 
tractive ones, of course—the 
more reminders there are for 
little folk that “God sees! God 
sees!” 


— 


The Grand Slam 


Lieutenant Commander Eddy of the United States Pacific 
submarine force tells the story of an American skipfer who 
had just been dealt a bridge hand when an enemy ship was 
sighted. “Let nobody touch this hand,” he yelled as he ran 
to his post and sighted through a periscope. Making his 
calculations he ordered a torpedo fired, saw the explosion which 
resulted as it hit and sank its taget; and, in a comparatively 
few minutes, returned to the bridge table. He took up his 
hand, bid and made a grand slam.—Fr. Thomas A. Lahey, C.S.C., 
in the Ave Maria 


Father Smith's Prayer 


“O my God,” he prayed, “make good come out of this 
war; make men as courageous in Thy service as they are in 
their country’s; make women more demure but not less beauti- 
ful; mould their maidenhood upon Thy Blessed Mother’s and 
place their feet in her pattern; calm youth to Thy contempla- 
tion; bless and increase priests and poets; root out from our 
hearts all love of eminence, comfort, and pleasure; confound 
wealth and destroy politics; and pour out Thy grace in tumbl- 
ing rivers.”"—The World, the Flesh and Father Smith. 
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Twelve Points For Parents 


Tips on helping your 
and others’ children 


HERE are a few ways in which 
you as Catholic parents, can 

help not only your own children 

but the children of the nation: 

1. Strengthen your family life 
at home. You can do this by 
making your family life a true 
Christian life; by observing 
God’s laws; and by prayer. Cath- 
olic parents should be able to 
arrange to have family night 
prayers, and I recommend you 
to dedicate your family to the 
Sacred Heart. You ought to 
make yourselves well fitted to 
instruct your children in their 
prayers and in the teachings of 
our holy Faith. 

2. As your children grow up 
they will be encouraged to join 
various Youth Movements. I ad- 
vise you to make yourselves fully 
acquainted with the various 
youth activities so that you can 
decide which, if any, will be 
suitable for your child. 
~ 8. Parents should be in a po- 
sition to help their children in 
choosing their vocation in life 
and their careers. 

4. Parents should interest 
themselves and get to know what 
the Government proposes for a 
National Health Service. After 
all, it is going to affect you and 
your children. 

5. There is also the matter of 
family allowances. I should ad- 


The Universe, London, England. 


Bernard Cardinal Griffin 


vise all parents to agitate for a 
further increase in widows’ and 
orphans’ pensions, so that the 
mother will be able to stay at 
home and look after her children. 

6. Parents ought to have defi- 
nite and sound views on housing. 
What sort of houses do you want 
for your children? You will have 
to live in the houses, and not the 
people who plan them. 

7. Parents should also press 
for representation on the Boards 
of Managers or Governors of 
our schools. It is your children 
who are being educated in those 
schools. 


8. You may ask yourselves 
whether you take a real interest 
in your child’s activities at 
school. How often do you visit 
the school? Do you know the 
teachers? Do you try to cooper- 
ate with the work that is being 
done? I should like to see a 
very close association existing 
between parents and teachers. 

9. Parents ought to be repre- 
sented on local Education Com- 
mittees. They should also play 
their part in civic life and make 
their full contribution to the 
common welfare. 


10. May I suggest that the As- 
sociation discuss the proposals 
in the Report on the post-war or- 
ganization of private domestic 
employment? Parents should 
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press for the service of home 
helps to be extended to the moth- 
er with a large family and not 
merely limited to the case of con- 
finement for sickness. 

11. Parents ought to have clear 
ideas on day nurseries and on 
nursery classes. 


12. We claim that it is the 
primary right and duty of the 
parent to instruct the child in 
matters of sex. For this, how- 
ever, you will probably need 
to learn the best way of impart- 
ing this knowledge to your chil- 
dren. 


Getting To The Roots Of It 


After a broadcast discussion of the birth rate, the British 
Broadcasting Corporation received several hundred letters. 
What was stated in one of them follows: 

“Why don’t we have more children? I suggest in all ser- 
iousness that a great many of the young women of today are 
temperamentally unsuited to the rearing of children. I can only 
think that our own parents, and mothers in particular, did 
a bad job themselves. They failed to instill in us a real love 
of children. I have noticed that the’ women who seem to love 
having children are the ones who come from very happy homes 
and had happy mothers themselves. It looks as if a happy 
mother goes a long way to making her own daughters happy 


mothers too.” 


This explanation for one of the most disquieting symptoms 
of a disintegrating civilization does not, by any means, touch 
the root of the problem. Birth control is one of the results 
of the revolution against God and His laws, which has not yet 
run its course. But it is quite true, many young women of to- 
day are really quite unsuited to rear children or to marry, for 
that fact. But not merely for tempermental reasons. They 
lack the will to make sacrifices and the patience and forti- 
tude wifehood and motherhood demand. Nor are they trained 
for what is one of the greatest and noblest vocations, the 
mother of a family.—The Bulletin—NCWU 


Peace 


In one Continental country 25,000,000 people homeless. 
In another 1,000,000 shivering in dugouts, 10,000 of them a 
month dying of tuberculosis and only one doctor for every 
3,500. In a third, no fuel, no hope of any in the winter at 
hand. In a fourth, whole cities with scarcely a pane of 
window glass. If the blessings of peace seem slow in getting 
round to some American neighborhoods, consider Europe.— 


New York Times. 
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Singing 


Winnie gets a 
change of heart 


WINNIE ran her fingers down 

the page of the dictionary 
until she came to RENT. “Aha!” 
she said. “I knew it!” 


“What are you talking about?” 
Mother Mason wanted to know. 

“Webster says RENT means 
periodical payment for use of 
property—” 

Mother Mason kept on rocking 
and darning. She didn’t even 
look up. So Winnie continued: 

“You know what I’m referring 
to—that Dan Blade! There 
wasn’t anything on the sign he 
read in your window the day he 
came here that promised him all 
the comforts of home—and on 
a pay-as-you-please basis.” 

“Oh—Winnie!” 

“Well, it burns me up the way 
he imposes on you. About all 
he dishes out is that same old 
syrupy line—‘Someday my ship 
will come in, Mother Mason. And 
when it does, you’ll know it. I'll 
see that you get that new warm 
coat you’ve been depriving your- 
self of for so long. And the 
house will get the coat of paint 
you’ve been wishing for ...’ 
“Phooey!” Winnie said, making 
a face. 

“Dan is sincere, Winnie,” 
Mother Mason said. 

“And I’m from Missouri... 

“Why are you so skeptical of 
Dan? What has he done to you?” 

“Hm!” was all Winnie would 
say. She left the room then— 


Elizabeth Ann Connelly 


left Mother Mason alone to pon- 
der her remarks... 


Winnie had been with her a 
long time, She considered it her 
home. She could be jealous of 
Dan. Mother Mason hadn’t made 
any secret of her affection for 
him. In her eyes he was an ex- 
ceptionally fine young man. 


She wasn’t exactly in favor of 
his occupation—singing in a 
nightclub. “The band and the 
club are small-town—can’t pay 
much,” he’d told her. “But every- 
time I appear, there’s the chance 
that the right one will be out 
there. Oh, I get a bit blue now 
ind then waiting for him, but the 
blues don’t ever last long. For 
there’s a little voice inside me 
that keeps telling me that I’ll 
make it to the top!” 

And when she heard him sing, 
she shared his confidence. She 
even went to the night club one 
night—to please him—to hear 
him sing. My, how the folks ap- 
plauded. He sounded as good to 
her as that Sinatra-fellow. Bet- 
ter. 


“Mother Mason.” It was Dan. 

“Hello, Dan.” 

“T’ve a great favor to ask of 
you, Mother Mason; in fact, it 
is too much to ask. But there’s 
no one else. And my big chance 
has come.” 


“You need money. Is that it, 
Dan?” 
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“Yes. Money for clothes— 
money for fare to New York.” 


“New York? So far?” 


“There was a fellow at the club 
last night—manager of a big- 
name band. They will be need- 
ing a singer in a few weeks. I’m 
supposed to catch the band in 
New York. I should get the job 
if I can get there.” 

She was glad his big chance 
had come now instead of later if 
it depended on her bank account. 
She didn’t hesitate. “I’ll write 
you a check, Dan.” And the fig- 
ure she wrote was the balance 
of her account. Her hand trem- 
bled a little as she wrote. Win- 
nie’s words kept popping into 
her mind. But oh, she had a 
good store of faith in him. He’d 
remember her. 

“May I ask another favor? 
Will you pray for me? They say 
prayer can move mountains. I’m 
going to strange places to move 
audiences to applaud my ef- 
forts. It would be comforting 
to know you are petitioning for 
me, too.” 

“I pray for you everyday, 
Dan.” 

“Thanks.” He bent and kissed 
her on the cheek. “Please take 
care of yourself.” 

“God go with you,” Mother 
Mason murmured as she watched 
him go. 

It was a few days before Win- 
nie missed Dan. “He seems to 
have fled. Did he fold his tent 
in the night and steal away?” 

“Winnie! such a thing to say.” 

“Well, did he?” 


“Certainly not. He told me 
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good-bye and where he was go- 
ing.” 

“Did he touch you for the 
train fare?” 

“T loaned him the money.” 


“How much?” 

“All I had.” 

Winnie feigned a faint. She 
asked, “Where is your halo?” 

“It isn’t everyone’s privilege 
to help a talented young man 
like Dan along to better days. 
I was glad to do it. I’d have 
done the same for you.” 

“Well, I hope for your sake 
that he makes good—and pays 
up!” 

Mother Mason had forgotten 
to prompt him to write, but then, 
he surely would. Perhaps he 
was waiting until he got settled 
—had a writing-address. But 
time went by, and no letter came 


She and Winnie scanned the 
entertainment sheet of the news- 
paper, but he wasn’t billed any- 
place. “He could’ve changed his 
name,” Winnie said. But Mother 
Mason didn’t think so. 

“Quit worrying over Singing 
Dan,” Winnie said. “Just put it 
down as a dear lesson in life.” 

But Mother Mason’s faith in 
Dan remained unshaken. There 
had to be some mighty good rea- 
son for his silence. No, she 
wasn’t worrying over Dan. She 
was concerned about her state of 
affairs though. It was time to 
pay taxes, end there wasn’t © 
enough to pay them. It would 
be a shame to lose the old place. 

She’d better go downtown and 
talk to her old friend at the 
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SINGING DAN 


bank. He’d advise her what to 
do. Heavens, in a few months, 
she might be looking for a room 
to rent herself. 

She put on her shabby cloak 
and tried not to think of the one 
Dan had promised her. 

It was the first of the month, 
so the mail box was overflowing 
as she stepped out on the porch. 
Bills, bills, bills! She’d lay it 
aside and look at it when she 
came home... What? Was that a 
letter? The return address told 
her the glad truth—a letter from 
Dan! 

She sat down in her rocker to 
rock a bit before she opened the 
letter. It was a bit of a shock. 

Winnie found her there with 
the letter in her hand still un- 
opened. “Why, what is it? Not 
a letter from Dan?” - 

“Yes, it is. I wonder what he 

“Well, let’s open it. 
me do it for you.” 

Mother Mason had the sniffles. 
“T believe I’m catching cold, Win- 
nie.” 

“Aw—we both know it’s Dan’s 
letter. So quit your kidding and 
start reading—out loud, please.” 

“Well, he says: ‘Dear Mother 
Mason—Sometimes it is hard to 
discern right from wrong—bet- 
ter or worse. I hope my choice 
was the right one. Let me ex- 


Here, let 


plain that. I was on my way to 
the hotel to see my prospective 
employer. The next thing I knew 
—when I awoke—I was in a bunk 
at St. Ann’s Hospital. Struck by 
a hit and run driver, I tell my- 
self. Would hate to admit that 


I can’t cross these streets. 

“ ‘Well, I didn’t have the heart 
to trouble you further. I de- 
cided it would be better to wait 
until I had something on account 
—no matter how long it took. 


“ ‘Providence was kind. The 
chap across the hall came over 
to visit. We were friends before 
I knew who he was—just the 
leader of my favorite band. 


“‘*We’re both out now—are 
playing at the Palace. Every- 
thing is swell. We’re going on 
the road soon. And it isn’t any 
coincidence that we’re stopping 
off at that little old night club 
where I used to croon. 

“‘T’m enclosing a couple of 
tickets. Do you suppose Winnie 
would care to join you at a per- 
formance. I’m taking for grant- 
ed that you’ll be there. Also en- 
closing a payment on account 


“I wonder if Mrs. O’Toole 
would go to the nightclub with 
me to hear Dan. . . I think she’d 
appreciate the free ticket.” 

“What ticket?” Winnie asked 
concerned. 

“Why this other ticket Dan 
sent. I know you won’t care to 
go since you didn’t care for 
Dan.” 

“Oh, Dan is all right in his 
place,” Winnie admitted. “I just 
didn’t care for him tied to your 
apron strings. You bet I want 
that ticket. After all, we’re his 
folks, aren’t we?” 

His folks . . . Mother Mason 
had to smile at that. Winnie had 
certainly come around to her way 
of thinking—all of a sudden, too. 
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Shopping—For Life or Death 


Dorothy White 


|F you are a woman like myself 

then you know the joy of shop- 
ping in a modern Five and Ten. 
It is the place where, if you don’t 
watch out, you may leave more 
of your cash than you intended. 
In fact, practically every gadget 
a mother ever dreamed about is 
there to lure the change from her 
purse. Now these hitherto harm- 
less shops have fallen into line 
with those whose patriotism is 
only as deep as their own con- 
venience and selfishness. I mean, 
folks, that now they, too, are dis- 
playing contraceptives advertised 
under the euphonious (phony 
would be more to the point) title 
of “feminine hygiene.” 


_ If you don’t keep yourself 
“dainty” by these hygienic 
methods, you may lose your man, 
in fact you may not even get a 
man! Such deception, such evil 
hiding under a false glamour! 
As if our grandmothers weren’t 
the daintiest little ladies we ever 
knew, who knew nothing of 
“feminine hygiene” except com- 
mon sense every day cleanliness. 
What an insult to the pioneer 
women who helped make this 
great country of ours! 


Had it not been for the seri- 
ousness of this insidious thing 
that is slowly but surely para- 
lyzing our great nation, I could 
have laughed aloud at the incon- 
gruous arrangement of the baby 
counter in my favorite store. At- 


Clear our counters of 
devices of destruction 


tractively arranged at one end 
were the bottles, nipples, rattles, 
rubber panties, booties and all 
the impedimenta of babydom, 
while next to this array which 
would please any normal person’s 
heart was the solution and the 
suggestion how to avoid mother- 
hood! At one end life—at the 
other death. 


America’s problem today is not 
so much delinquent children, but 
delinquent parents and “ought- 
to-be” parents. Delinquent par- 
ents are those who neglect to 
train their youngsters for their 
responsibilities of tomorrow, and 
delinquent “‘ought-to-be” parents, 
those who resort to just such 
“daintiness” to hang on more 
tightly to their own conveniences 
while they deny God and their 
country the lives that should go 
towards keeping America the 
greatest country in the world. 
What about our young women 
tempted to experiment with life 
and who, because of their en- 
couragements in the form of 
freedom from responsibility, will 
not hesitate to make of them- 
selves modern “Jezebels?” 


What America needs now are 
fathers and mothers of pioneer 
courage who will be the moulders 
of the future through raising 
bigger and better families. Had 
the generations preceding us 
been so selfish in their outlook on 
life, America would not have be- 
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SHOPPING—FOR 


come the great nation she is to- 
day. 

Shopping in America is still a 
joy to everyone, especially moth- 
ers of large families. Everything 
to make her work easier and the 
family happier can be had to fit 
various sized pocketbooks. Such 
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and many problems would be 
solved automatically. Let’s clear 
our counters of devices of de- 
struction—make more room for 
production! 

And who am I to feel so keenly 
about such vital matters? Just a 
mother of ten whose desire it is 


an abundance of commodities to spread the joy of a big family 

and luxuries can increase only far and wide; a mother who Z 

through demand which comes’ would like to prove that a practi- 

from those whose needs are cal patriotism to God and 

greater. Salaries would then in- Country is a guarantee of happi- 

crease in proportion to business ness and fulfilment. he 


Placing The Hesponsibility 


The juvenile court of San Francisco has attacked the grow- 
ing delinquency of that locality in a very practical way. In- 
stead of placing the entire blame upon the offending child, the 
parents too must come to court and explain their part in the 
tragedy. If either is found guilty in any way of the child’s 
delinquency, he or she (or both) may be fined up to $1,000 or 
be given two years in jail. 

Possible probation is offered however—and usually accepted. 
That probation carries with it a compulsory attendance of eight 
weeks at a San Francisco school for parents. At this school 
carefully picked lecturers discuss in a sympathetic way the im- 
portance of proper home life with practical suggestions on how 
to make that situation a reality. 

Results have been most encouraging. Many broken homes 
have been mended, estranged family relations restored, and a 
sharp decline in juvenile delinquency noted. Up to the present 
about two hundred and fifty parents, resentful at first, have 
enthusiastically fallen in with the program presented. As a 
result of this record, J. Edgar Hoover has given his public en- 
dorsement of the school now being operated. 

San Francisco, however, is not the only place where some- 
thing is being done about the parents of juvenile delinquents. 
In Phoenix, Arizona, St. Petersburg, Florida, and other local- 


ities similar experiments have been tried with equally suc- 4 
cessful results. We hope that the movement will spread to 2g 
place responsibility for a child’s delinquency where it general- 


ly belongs—squarely upon the shoulders of irresponsible par- 
ents.—Ave Maria. 
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T. J. McInerney 


YOUNG Catholic husband 
and father recently boasted 
to a group of his intimate friends 
that he hadn’t “visited or seen 
my wife’s family in three years.” 
Moreover, he emphatically de- 
clared, he didn’t intend to have 
anything to do with them if he 
“lived for a hundred years!” 
Needless to state, this attitude 
on the part of her husband and 


the father of her children toward 


her parents and the other mem- 
bers of her family, is a source of 
great unhappiness to the young 
wife. The nature of the hus- 
band’s resentment is pathetic: 
the mother of his wife chided 
him one night for operating his 
automobile while he was slightly 
under the influence of liquor, and 
to lend substance to the argu- 
ment, the wife’s father cited a 
tragic incident which befell an 
acquaintance of his under the 
same circumstances. And thus 
occurred another of those too- 
numerous “in-law” rifts which 
serve only to mar the serenity of 
family life. 

In any discussion of the prob- 
lem of “in-law” trouble, it would 
be an evasion of the truth or a 
deliberate concealment of fact 
to deny that Catholics are “vic- 
tims” of this unfortunate type 
of discord. We have but to lis- 
ten to the morbid and eagerly- 


Must Families Have 


“In-Law Troubles? 


Unpleasant situations 
can be avoided 


given recitals of our friends to 
know that in our own circles of 
acquaintances there are many 
cases of “in-law” grievances in- 
volving mothers-in-law, fathers- 
in-law, and all the other in-laws 
on both sides of the family. 
Among our friends we sometimes 
find this condition to be the 
cause of much unhappiness with- 
in the home of the husband and 
wife involved and the cause of 
disrupted and inharmonious re- 
lations with the relatives of the 
husband or wife involved in the 
“dispute.” In extreme cases we 
find the condition to be respon- 
sible for separations and, ulti- 
mately, divorces, which proves 
how really far sensitive people 
can go when their pride or dig- 
nity has been “injured.” 

In London, recently, a move- 
ment “to prevent mothers-in-law 
from meddling in British mar- 
riages” was under way, under the 
sponsorship of a group describ- 
ing itself as the “Society for the 
Suppression of Family Interfer- 
ence.” According to the news- 
paper dispatch announcing the 
formation of the society, the 
movement plans to seek legisla- 


‘tion which would compel the par- 


ents of one party to a marriage 
to appear before a “matrimonial 
advisory court” if the other 
party so requested. With their 
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traditional fervor for aping the 
bizarre and unconventional fet- 
ishes of their European brethren, 
it is a safe assumption that be- 
fore long the “moderns” of this 
country will have a chapter of 
this innocuous society. 


As is the case with all differ- 
ences involving individuals and 
groups of persons, there are 
usually two sides to every case 
of “in-law” trouble. By the prac- 
tice of patience, tolerance and 
Christian charity, either one or 
both.of the sides involved in the 
disturbance could eliminate it 
very easily. With that as our 
objective, let us consider briefly 
the factors which appear to be 
the underlying causes of the 
majority of “in-law” troubles. 


It is the nature of every nor- 
mal mother to have a possessive 
feeling for the son she has 
brought into the world and fos- 
tered through the years from 
babyhood until the time he is a 
man and ready to marry and es- 
tablish his own home. The moth- 
er who loves her son with gen- 
uine unselfish love will make up 
her mind that she will permit 
nothing to interfere with the 
happiness and success of his mar- 
ried life by allowing herself to 
be the kind of mother-in-law who 
comes between husband and wife. 
Human frailties being what they 
are, this is not always easy. It 
takes self-control and the ability 
to use tact even when she does 
not happen to approve of the 
way her son’s wife happens to be 
running their home. The same 
advice would apply, of course, to 


the mother of a wife whose 
marital happiness might be jeop- 
ardized by this type of inter- 
ference. 


The responsibility of the 
daughter-in-law must also be con- 
sidered. The young wife must 
consider the feelings of the moth- 
er of the man she has married 
or is going to marry, looking for- 
ward possibly to the days when 
she may be a mother-in-law her- 
self and subject to the same ma- 
ternal emotional impulses. The 
fact is that young wives tend to 
be just as possessive, and some- 
times more so, than mothers. 
They are just as determined to 
“snip” the maternal apron 
strings as the mother is to keep 
them tied. There comes to mind, 
in this respect, the vehement as- 
sertion of a prospective bride of 
recent vintage that she planned 
to “start her married life off 
right by having John (her hus- 
band-to-be) have as little to do 
with his family as possible.” And 
with that attitude toward the fu- 
ture relationships of her hus- 
band’s family and themselves, 
she went ahead preparing to be 
married at a nuptial Mass, ob- 
livious of the fact that she was 
approaching her problem with 
anything but a Christian atti- 
tude. For such young wives as 
this, there are many shining ex- 
amples of relationships between 
mothers-in-law and daughters-in- 
law which have ripened into gen- 
uine affection and comradeship— 
as a result of a sane and natural 
approach to the problem by both 
parties. 


Catholics who abide by the 
teaching of the Church in the 
course of their contacts with the 
relations they acquire through 
the marriage of a member of 
their family into another family 
unit will have no difficulty in 
getting these relationships on a 
pleasant, even keel. Specifically, 
the husband or wife who adheres 
to the admonition of the Fourth 
Commandment—“Honor Thy Fa- 
ther and Thy Mother’”—in their 
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relations with the father and 
mother of the person they have 
taken as a life partner, will give 
no cause for unhappiness. By 
the same token, the mother and 
the father who will restrain the 
impulse to condemn the actions, 
habits and the personality of the 
individual who has become the 
life partner of their son or 
daughter will give evidence of a 
spirit of Christian charity that 
will be beneficial to all concerned. 


Doctor's Orders 


“What you need is a hobby,” said the doctor. “A quiet 
and peaceful pursuit to keep your mind occupied in your spare 


time.” 


I was all for the idea, but had always thought hobbies 
were for the rich, not beggars like me. What hobby could I 
afford, I wondered as I left his office. 


I finally arrived at what sounded like a reasonable solu- 


tion. I would collect autographs. But not having the neces- 
sary time, money or energy to gallivant all over town when 
trains or airplanes arrived or departed with famous people, 
I decided to be different and concentrate on the common man. 
Who would be my first victim, I mused as I sauntered down 
a neighborhood side street. Noting an open manhole with a 
red lantern hanging on the protruding end of a ladder, I 
got out my pencil and notebook, and shouted down, “Come up, 
please, I want to get the signature of a common man.” 
He came up at once. “Common man, am I!” he roared 
in a fine Tipperary accent, and promptly proceeded to knock | 
out all my teeth.—Camillus | 


Marriage Annulments 


During 1944 the Sacred Roman Rota received sixty-four 
petitions for annulment of marriages. Exactly one-half of 
these were denied. 

This is the lowest number of marriage annulment cases 
considered by the Rota since 19389 when forty-two out of 
fifty-six pleas were denied—The Catholic Mind. 
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Educating Hural Youth 
For Home Life 


A way of life and 
source of living 


GociaL unrest among the 
youth of today would seem to 
indicate boys and girls are not 
being educated for the living 
problems of manhood and wom- 
anhood. Much stress has been 
placed upon formal education 
with its “frills” and bureaucratic 
demands, and scarcely any _at- 
tention has been given to the 
living problems of family life, 
home, and parenthood. Modern 
education aims to prepare boys 
and girls directly for a “job” in 
some factory or in an office. It 
does not prepare them to exer- 
cise social and religious respon- 
sibility as young men and wom- 
en in homes and communities. 

This philosophy of education 
has unfortunately wormed its 
way into rural schools with a re- 
sult that rural boys and girls are 
losing much of the traditional 
respect and love for the rural 
way of life. They thus begin to 
look upon manual labor as some- 
thing degrading, and agriculture 
as something out of the realm of 
culture. 

True education should first of 
all teach men that they are 
created by God to serve Him 
while on earth and attain eternal 
happiness in Heaven. This two- 
fold objective can best be at- 
*tained by educating for better 
homes, better family life and 


Joseph V. Urbain 


personal sanctification in the 
Mystical Body of Christ. There 
must be the formation of Christ 
in every boy and girl, if they are 
to attain the goal of sainthood. 


Training For Homemaking 


It is not enough merely to 
know. There must be the de- 
velopment of abilities and per- 
sonalities to fit into the struc- 
ture of Christian family and 
community life. To this end 
youth must be taught how to 
make a Christian home. Qual- 
ities of leadership must be de- 
veloped. Above all, those things 
that make for good family life 
should have primary considera- 
tion. Homes and families are 
built not with theories or ab- 
stract knowledge, but with lov- 
ing hearts and praying hands. 
There must be in rural schools 
courses that train hands and 
wills as well as intellects. More 
emphasis must be placed on the 
home as the vital center of so- 
cial, economic and spiritual ac- 
tivity. 

If American family life is to 
survive, young men and women 
must be taught to revitalize the 
home by a recognition of the dig- 
nity of work and the beauty of 
virtue. Educators must be bent 
on giving out more knowledge on 
those unique problems that con- 
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front the modern home. Train- 
ing for home-making must find 
a way into the educational cur- 
riculum to give proper balance to 
the formation of character, and 
to solve the living problems that 
men must face today. 
Sturdy American Homes 

In rural schools boys and girls 
should at least be taught how to 
make farming a way of life and 
a secure source of family liveli- 
hood. -Self-sufficiency and meth- 
ods of home use production, di- 
versified farming, a way-of-life 
agriculture, are subjects that be- 
long in the curriculum. Today, 
more than ever, they should know 
cooperative credit through Credit 
Unions, as well as cooperative 
buying and marketing. 

If we wish to put a halt to the 
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decline of home life, and with it 
a decline of Christianity, we 
must find a place in education 
for training in self-sufficiency in 
the home and in the community. 
Personalities will never be de- 
veloped, nor will man maintain 
his dignity as a man, as long as 
he is being educated for a “job” 
that pays monetary values by 
chaining human beings to ma- 
chines and factory routine. It is 
high time that our schools dis- 
cover the way to help young peo- 
ple discover home life. The 
sturdy American homes of days 
gone by which made this country 
great, challenge present-day edu- 
cators not to forget the impor- 
tance of the home in planning 
their programs of both public 
and private instruction. 


A sailor, attached to one of our destroyers, wrote to his 


mother the following incident: 


We had no Chaplain on our boat, and I had been anxious 
for a long time to go to Confession. I got off the boat for a 
brief two-hour shore leave, and as I was walking along the 
wharves, I was unconsciously whistling my favorite hymn, 
“Hail, foamy ocean’s star! Hail, heavenly Queen!” when turn- 
ing I met an officer, saluted, and he answered back: 

“You’re a Catholic, my boy?” 


“Yes, indeed,” I answered. 


“Thought so from the tune you’re whistling” continued 


the officer. “Been to Confession lately? 


Chaplain here.” 


I’m the Catholic 


“Well, this is luck! I-guess I was whistling for you and 
the Mother of God sent you around. I do want to go to Con- 
fession, and so do a number of the lads back there’ on the 
boat. Will you come with me, Father?” 

“Gladly,” answered the Chaplain. And the tune that was 
whistled that day to the “foamy ocean’s Star” brought that 


peace which Heaven alone can give, to more than one mother’s 


boy.—Catechism Quiz 
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Report Un Uelinguents « 


Poverty and adversity 
don’t explain it now 


AN alarming increase in the 

rate of juvenile delinquency 
has been revealed in crime re- 
ports just released by the Feder- 
al Bureau of Investigation. 
These reports were compiled 
from the records of hundreds 
of city and county police juris- 
dictions throughout the country 
and also from civilians who re- 
ported. 

’Teen age youngsters are com- 
mitting at present a higher ratio 
of all crimes than in any other 
previous year of which we have 
record. 

For the nation as a whole, per- 
centage increase violent 
crimes for which male youths 
were arrested in the past year 
are: Criminal homicide — up 
29.3; Rape—up 9.6; Robbery— 
up 28.2; Assault—up 30.5. 

Offenses in the fields of lesser 
crimes also show a disconcerting 
increase. Seventeen - year - old 
males are, according to the re- 
port, the most dangerous of all 
criminal groups. 

In the report, girls under 
twenty-one, in some classifica- 
tions, notably drunkenness and 
prostitution, have a marked in- 
crease over a year ago, but they 
are down in other classifications 
so as to bring an overall decline 
of 5.4 per cent from last year’s 
figures. 


* The Catholic Light, Scranton, Pa., Sept. 


The F.B.I. report is startling 
when attention is focused on the 
fact that three million youths 
who are in the armed forces are 
not included in it. Juvenile de- 
linquency, one would expect, 
should be at its very lowest ebb, 
since we have the smallest civil- 
ian youth population in many 
years. The fact that it is not, but 
is, on the contrary, on the in- 
crease, is an indication that all 
is not well with the youth of our 
country. 


Criminologists who have al- 
ways been quick to point out that 
poverty and adversity are the 
breeders of juvenile delinquents 
are at a loss to explain how the 
present situation that confronts 
them has come about, for at no 
time in our history has our na- 
tion had the economic prosperity 
it has had in the past few years. 
During these years any boy or 
girl could have had at least a 
part-time job for the asking. 

There is no sense in trying to 
grope in the dark when the 
switch for a light is at hand. 
Homes broken up because of war 
dislocation and divorces, and 
war work on the part of mothers 
of ’teen agers have caused the 
sore spot from which the present 
cancerous condition has develop- 
ed, although authorities are 
somewhat reluctant to admit it. 
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Dad's Job 


Robert T. Bulman 


HE talked for a long while that 

evening when I visited him. 
Somehow or other the conversa- 
tion touched in him a thing which 
revived a longing for the years 
that were gone. Mr. Carlan 
loved books; he loved knowledge 
—the way that St. Francis of 
Assisi had loved Poverty. Be- 
cause there was in him an in- 
determinate thing which pressed 
him on. His early manhood was 
filled with the desire to know 
everything about everything. His 


’ library, he made sure, was filled 


with all the best authors: and 
these in their smallest editions 
so that he could carry them to 
and fro as he commuted to his 
business. Mr. Carlan told me 
these things as we sat quietly 
in the living room of his com- 
fortable home.. But; he sighed 
for a moment as he said that he 
no longer studied and read as 
he liked. Naturally, I asked him 
why, since all about us were his 
books. With a little laugh he 
answered me. “You see, Father, 
when I was twenty-five I mar- 
ried! We settled down in a quiet 
home. I loved my books just as 
much as ever. But, as the chil- 
dren came along my days grew 
shorter and shorter—crowded 
with heavy business hours and at 
home always some new excite- 
ment: Mary having to have her 
tonsils out; Jimmy pleading with 
me to fix a blow-out patch on 


His writings 
indelibly printed 


his bicycle tire; Ann wanting 
me to tell her just once more 
about ‘Goldy Locks and the 
Three Bears.’” 


“As the children began to grow 
up, occasionally, I’d tip-toe off 
to my own room in the evening 
to spend a restful hour or two 
with a good book (leaving them 
alone with Mother already tired 
out after a full day). Just then 
a depressing atmosphere would 
settle down upon the house. The 
fun was gone—because Dad, the 
principal audience, had left the 
family theatre. What good was 
it for the children to go thru 
their strange antics now! (Moth- 
er had seen their capers all day 
long.) So then, Father, I would 
repent. The next evening I’d be 
back in my favorite armchair 
instead of shunting off with a 
book to a cloistered retreat. The 
years are catching up with me 
now, Father. I do precious little 
reading, and the feature writing 
I had dreamed to do is still only 
a dream. I guess that I’ve missed 
the opportunity many times. I’ve 
always felt that I have let my- 
self down.” 

Being young enough in years 
to be this man’s son, it was hard 
for me to answer Mr. Carlan. 
But, I drew my wisdom and my 
authority from the “Eternalness 
of the Catholic Priesthood.” “Mr. 
Carlan, you haven’t let yourself 
down at all! Neither have you 
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missed your golden opportunity! 
Don’t forget that your vocation 
in life was to be a Father. You’ve 
lived your vocation well! With 
your Mary now ready to make 
her First Vows at the Mount, 
with Jimmy in the Service, Ann 


in college and the two youngsters 
in Catholic High—I would say 
rather that you’ve done a great 
job. Your books, your learning, 
your writing are in your chil- 
dren’s character. That’s the vo- 
cation for every father!” 


Dirty Stories? No, Says Joe E. Brown 


Joe E. Brown, movie actor and comedian, who lost a son 
in the war, was entertaining a large group of American soldiers 
on an airstrip on the tip of New Guinea when a GI requested 
him to tell a dirty joke, he relates in his recent book, “Your 
Kids and Mine,” a chapter of which is condensed in the June 
issue of the “Catholic Digest.” 

“It had been a long show,” he writes, “for those kids were 
simply starved for some fun. Every time I got ready to stop 
they’d scream and applaud and make me go on. 

“Listen, you silly jerks,’ I said, ‘that’s all I know.’ 

“They kept up the racket, and then there was a little slit 
of silence, and way back on the edge of the crowd a youngster 
shouted: ‘Hey, Joe, tell us some dirty stories.’ 

“You could have heard a pin drop. The kids looked at me. 
I stood there a minute and then I just forgot I was a comedian 
and told them just what I’d have said to my own sons: 

“ ‘Listen, you kids, I’ve been on the stage since I was 10. 
I’ve told all kinds of jokes to all kinds of people, but I’m proud 
that in all that time I’ve never had to stoop to a dirty story 
to get a laugh. I know some dirty.stories, kids. I’ve heard 
plenty of ’em in my life. But I made a rule a long time ago 
that I’d never tell a story that I wouldn’t want my mother to 
hear me telling.’ 

“Then the applause came, The biggest, noisiest gale of 
hand clapping I’ve ever heard anywhere. It went on and on. 
And the youngster who had asked for the dirty story was 
applauding with the rest of them. 

“It didn’t end there, either. Archbishop Spellman (of 
New York) says that within two weeks he heard about it in 
North Africa, halfway around the world. Then letters began 
coming to me from parents. I got a big folder of those letters. 
They made the whole trip worth doing. There were simple 
letters carefully spelled out on ruled paper and typewritten 
letters from prominent men. Some people sent me the boys’ - 
own letters and more than one said: ‘I’m going to pray every 
night for what you’ve done for my boy!” 
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At The Hoot Uf Unemployment* 


“THE original figure of eight 

million unemployed by next 
spring is being pared down to 
nearer seven million. Whichever 
figure will be the reality, it 
doesn’t alter the fundamental 
problem of unemployment any 
more than quibbling over the 
figure sixty million alters the 
fact that our economy must pro- 
vide jobs for all willing and able 
to work. Right now, Congress 
is deluged with proposals and 
bills calculated to bridge the gap 
_ to peacetime production and em- 
ployment. Some of these are 
urgent. But none of them can 
reach to what is at the heart of 
the problem. One cannot legis- 
late a philosophy or ban a men- 
tal outlook. 


Ours is a profit system. And 
ours is a profit mentality, the 
biggest profits possible for our 
investments. So long as maxi- 
mum profits and not maximum 
production constitute the yard- 
stick of our economy, we will 
have recurrent depressions and 
deficit financing and constant in- 
flation. 

Americans are geared for a 
higher standard of living than 
many Americans can afford. 
Such commonplace things as 
bathrooms, central-heating sys- 
tems, electrical appliances are 
needed by a vast segment of our 
population. Such fundamental 


Profit not production 
is the yardstick 


things as decent homes and 
clothes and food are a want 
among that vast marginal group 
that is always the first to be- 
come unemployed when business 
slumps. There can be no argu- 
ment over the universality of de- 
mand for what industry can pro- 
duce. 


Yet outside of wartime, in- 
dustry does not aim to produce 
at full capacity nor consequently 
to provide a maximum number 
of jobs. Rather industry seeks 
to find the level of maximum 
unit profits and to maintain it- 
self at that point. . 


Legislation will always be fu- 
tile or at best a palliative so 
long as businessmen, the lead- 
ers of industry, fail to realize 
they have a social obligation, 
the obligation to contribute to 
the commonweal. Capital is en- 
titled to equitable profits. Capi- 
tal has no right to seek to get 
all the traffic will bear—and to 
blazes with the social conse- 
quences in terms of unemploy- 
ment and government relief. 


If private initiative is to keep 
its place, let alone lead, in a 
world becoming rapidly more 
socialized, it must realize it is 
doomed if it refuses to provide 
a maximum amount of goods for 
a maximum part of our popula- 
tion at a reasonable cost. 


* An editorial in The Sign, Union City, New Jersey. 
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For The Children 
The Presentation of Jesus 


The blessed candle 
represents Jesus the Light 


ON WINTER evenings the 

family gathered in the living 
room. Outside there was cold 
and snow. Indoors there was 
popcorn by the open fire. There 
were stories, games, and fun. 
This was the first day of Feb- 
ruary. Tomorrow mother and 
daddy were going to early Mass 
in town. On February 2, the 
Feast of the Presentation of 
Jesus, candles are blessed for use 
on the altar at Mass and at 
Benediction. Each year on this 
day mother brought home new 
blessed candles for the family 
needs. John, Maureen, and Ann 
had heard the story for this 
feast day on other February 
firsts, but when daddy reminded 
them of this they only begged, 
“Tell the story again, daddy. Tell 
it again.” 


Dad’s Story 


Before the birth of' Christ, the 
Jews, or Israelites were the only 
people who knew the true God 
and worshipped Him. The faith- 
ful Jews told the stories of God’s 
goodness to their children again 
and again. There is the story 
of the creation and fall of our 
first parents, Adam and Eve. 
There is the story of Abra- 
ham who was willing to obey 
God even if it meant the death of 
his dear son, Isaac. There is the 


Sister Mary Marguerite, C.S.J. 


story of Noah who with his fam- 
ily was saved from the waters 
that covered the whole earth be- 
cause of his faithfulness to God, 
and his obedience to Him. There 
is the story of Joseph who saved 
his father and brothers (with 
their wives and children) from 
starvation when he brought them 
to live in the land of Egypt. Then 
there is the story of Moses who 
led the Jewish people out of the 
land of Egypt and into the land 
promised them by God. Last 
of all the stories of the kings 
of Israel, Saul, David and Solo- 
mon, who lived in Jerusalem long 
before Mary and Joseph carried 
Jesus the Savior to the temple. 
King Solomon had built the first 
temple centuries ago on the very 
spot to which Mary carried the 
Child Jesus on this day. 


Through all the hundreds of 
years which had gone the Israel- 
ites or Jewish people served God 
at least in part. They knew the 
good gifts which they enjoyed 
came to them from God. The gen- 
tiles on the other hand knew 
nothing of God the Creator ex- 
cept what they had heard from 
the Jews. It was from the Jews 
the wisemen learned of the com- 
ing of the Savior. It was from 
the Jews they learned of the star 
which would appear in the East 
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at His birth. Most of us who 
call ourselves Christians are of 
the gentiles. But now we also 
know of the goodness of God. 
And here begins my story. 

(To the boys and girls who 
plan to read this story let me 
say: If you do not know the his- 
tory of the Jewish people from 
the time of Abraham until the 
coming of Christ, read it for 
yourself from your Bible His- 
tory). 

Jesus’ Presentation 

“And when the time had come 
. . . they brought Him to Jerusa- 
lem to present Him there. . . as 
God’s law commanded. At this 
time there was a man named 
‘Simeon. . .” Saint Luke’s words 
of Simeon express these thoughts 
concerning him. Simeon was an 
old man who lived in Jerusalem. 
God loved him dearly for Simeon 
was obedient to God in all things. 
Because of his faithfulness God 
would reward him. And so God 
made known to Simeon that be- 
fore his death he would behold 
the Savior of the world with his 
own eyes. Saint Luke goes on: 
“Simeon now came, led by the 
Spirit of God into the temple and 
when the Child Jesus was 
brought in by his parents... 
Simeon was able to take Him in 
his arms.” Then Simeon praised 


God saying “Now I am ready to . 


die, for since I have seen the 
Savior of the world there is 
nothing left which I wish to see.” 
These are not Saint Luke’s exact 
words. But this is their meaning. 


In speaking of Jesus, Simeon 
called Him “the light” which 


shall give knowledge of the true 
God “to the gentiles.” He called 
Jesus “the glory of Thy people 
Israel!” In calling Jesus the 
glory of Israel Saint Luke re- 
minds us that Jesus was God 
even though He was a member of 
the Jewish race. Simeon calls the 
Child a Light to the revelation of 
the gentiles because Jesus Him- 
self would make the truths of 
God known to the gentiles. Even 
in Jesus’ lifetime many gentiles 
came to love God the Father 
through the words of Jesus. Aft- 
er Jesus’ death the gentiles more 
than the Jews followed His light, 
and became Christians. Today 
Jesus is still the light to the gen- 
tiles. 


There are among those who 
call themselves Christian, some 
who do not follow the light per- 
fectly. Some say, “I am a Chris- 
tian but I can not obey all of 
Christ’s commands. This one is 
too hard. That one I do not 
like. I cannot believe all that He 
has taught. I cannot believe that 
Jesus wants all Christians to 
obey the Holy Father at Rome. 
I cannot believe that Jesus is on 
the altar in the Blessed Sacra- 
ment.” These Christians hurt 
Our Lord deeply for He wants 
us to believe all the truths which 
He has taught. 


Let us thank God today and 
every day for helping us to know 
and believe all God’s truths. Let 
us pray for the world that all 
may come to know and love 
with their whole hearts, Jesus 
who is the Light of the World. 
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Help us bring this program into your 
community by writing to your nearest 
Mutual station. 
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GIVE A LOOK 


AT THESE BOOKS! 


IF THIS HAPPENED 
TO YOU 


By Alva D. Hanks 


OU WILL DO like many 

others—open this book 
and begin reading, find it 
fascinating and interesting 
to the end. It is edifying 
and instructive, It is as 
haunting as its title: If This 
Happened To You! 


Cloth Cover, $1.00 Postpaid 


FROM A 
FAR COUNTRY 


By Theodore H. Dorsey 


7 CONVERSION story 
of a campaigner for 
Christ which gives the an- 
swer to the great question, 
“Lord, to whom shall we go?” 
Written with deep conviction 
at the suggestion of many 
friends. You’ll like it. 


Cloth Cover, $1.00 Postpaid 


BY THE KING’S 
COMMAND 


By Mary Brabson Littleton 


HIS HISTORICAL novel 

has been highly recom- 
mended for its literary excel- 
lence and great human inter- 
est. It is pleasant, enjoy- 
able reading for everyone, 
young and old. While not 
currently new, it is steadily 
in demand. 


Cloth Cover, $1.00 Postpaid 


INTO A MAN’S 


WORLD 
By Mary E. McGill 


jf SRE IS a “stop and go 

guide” for young women 
who are already in or going 
into business life. The twen- 
ty-three talks are from the 
pen of a practical, experienc- 
ed author and business wo- 
man—the editor of Woman’s 
Interests in Our Sunday Vis- 
itor. 


Cloth Cover, $1.25 Postpaid 


Order From: Our Sunday Visitor, Huntington, Ind. 
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